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copyrighted books by representatiye American writers for the 
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books for girls to last year's notable list of twenty-five titles. 
These books have hitherto been attainable only at much higher 
prices 
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EXPLANATORY. 



The names of those who appear in the story are, 
for the most part, those of early friends, still held 
in affectionate regard by the author, although no 
effort has been made to invest them with early 
characteristics, beyond those general attributes 
which distinguish the universal ''human boy." 
The scenes in which they are called to move have 
also, as far as practicable, been made to conform to 
those of early association ; but the necessities of 
the story have, in many cases, destroyed or im- 
paired their identity. Enough is presented, how- 
ever, to show that the heart of the writer still 
delights in that past wherein, with his young 
friends, — whose friendship in later times has never 
deserted him, — he enjoyed a boyhood of rare 
happiness. The aim of the story is to show that 
boys, governed by rules of their own imposing, can 
do as well as those of older growth, and to illus- 
trate the possibility of continued youth, as shown 
by the genial veteran, " Captain Bob," in bis kindly 
intercourse with the boys. 
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THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUR 



CHAPTER L 

THB REASON FOR IT. 



THE reason for the formation of the Gab was 
this: Coasting down Mason's Hill had be- 
gun unusually early that winter, and there was a 
severe contest for mastery between the Down- 
towners and the Comer boys. The balance was 
pretty even until Si Fairbanks came from Boston 
with his boss sled, which turned the scale in favor 
of the former. His sled led all the rest, and he 
defied them all at the Comer to compete with it 
Even Captain Bob's old runner, with which Ike 
had beaten John Goddard's clipper, two years 
before, was nowhere, so to speak, in the race. Si 
was very tantalizing in making his challenges, be- 
ing well satisfied that nothing could beat him, and 
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8 THE DOUBLB-R^KMEIR CLUB. 

the Corner boys were not happy. They confessed 
that the struggle was useless, and admitted that 
the " Flyer," the name of Si*s sled, was the swiftest 
on the coast Down hill he would dash upon it, 
swinging his hat, and daring the Corner boys to 
catch him, shouting, " Why don't you come on ? " 

But once, when swinging his hat too vigorously, 
his sled slewed and capsized him into a drift, 
where he stood upon his head like a clothes-pin, at 
which the defeated ones were elated and had a 
good laugh, much to Si's mortification. It usually 
happens that such victims do not feel like laugh- 
ing, though they sometimes try to, as Si did, his 
attempt proving a miserable failure. 

After enduring his taunts for some time, the 
Comer boys put their heads together to contrive 
something that would beat the Flyer, and resolved, 
after serious deliberation, to get a double-runner, 
which they knew would beat their rival. But a 
sled of this kind would cost mon^y, — as much as 
a dollar, at least, they thought, — and they decided 
that each one should contribute something towards 
the amount. Dennett's father was a carpenter, 
who would doubtless do the woodwork cheap, and 
Mr. Fernald, the blacksmith, was a reasonable 
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THE REASON FOR IT. 



man, and would not charge much for the iron ; so 
they felt assured of success. 

" Let's form a club for this purpose,** said Drown, 
** and choose officers, and have a fund, and a treas- 
urer, like other clubs. It will be as good as a base 
ball club, any way." 

They talked this matter over, and concluded 
that they would form such a club, but were too 
modest to organize until after they had procured 
the double-runner, and seen how it would work. 
This was a little different from the course people 
usually take in like cases, but boys are honest, or 
careful, which is about the same thing. So they 
borrowed two sleds for their purpose, promising to 
make their owners free members ; and, getting a 
board somewhere, set Mr. Dennett to work, who 
smoothed off the board, and fastened it to the sled 
selected for the hindmost one ; then they took it 
to Mr. Fernald, the blacksmith, who made a helm 
to steer it by, and attached it to the fore-runners 
in some ingenious way, by which nothing should 
be lost in speed, and it was complete. They re- 
garded it with profound admiration. 

Si had known nothing of this movement, for the 
boys had been still as mice about it ; and so, the 
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lO THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

next Wednesday afternoon, much to his surprise, 
the club came up, in procession, dragging their 
sled behind them. 

" What hay-cart have you got there ? " asked he, 
with a sneer, as they appeared. 

" We've got a hay-cart called Victor, that's going 
to beat your sled," was the reply. 

** Well, come on, then," said he ; ** let's see you 
beat the Flyer. If you'll do it I'll give you a quart 
of chestnuts." 

" Done ! " was the cry ; " and we will give you a 
quart if we don't." 

** Now," said Si, " for the test." 

•' Don't be too sure. Si," said one. 

*' I'll risk it," said he, much excited ; " come on." 

So they put their sleds in position, the double- 
runner seating six, and Si laughed as he saw the 
sled he was to beat, which he fancied was no better 
than a common double-runner made by the boys 
themselves. Ike was placed in command of her, 
with the title of commodore, and the admiral of a 
fleet could not have felt more proud than he when 
he took. the tiller. Ike was not the biggest boy, 
nor the strongest boy, but he was somehow reck- 
oned as a leader in all the active sports of the 
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THE REASON FOR IT. II 

Corner boys, and he was never at all diffident in 
accepting command of any enterprise. The sleds 
were side by side. 

" Why don't you start ? " Si shouted. 

" We are waiting for you," said Ike. " You start 
first, and we will overtake you." 

"That's it, is it?" said Si. "Well, here goes. 
Catch me if you can," starting as he spoke. 

He had gone several lengths, expecting an easy 
victory, and was turning, with a grin upon his face, 
to taunt his pursuers, when the double-runner 
dashed by with the speed of the wind, — his sled, 
by comparison, seeming almost still. He saw that 
the Victor — the " hay-cart " — was victorious. 

" Hurrah ! " the double-runners shouted, as they 
passed him, but he did not respond ; while those on 
the hill, who composed the remainder of the club, 
echoed the shout, and threw their caps into the air. 

Beyond the plain which stretched out a wide 
distance from the foot of the hill, was a wide creek, 
called Back River, which supplied some factories 
above with water, and emptied into the bay below. 
Down flew the Victor to the plain, which was cov- 
ered with crispy snow, hardened by rain of the 
night before, that had frozen. It darted across 
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12 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

the plain like an arrow, and made rapidly for the 
river just named. There seemed to be no stopping 
her, and in a moment she had reached its banks. 
Only the day before this stream had been frozen 
hard, but now it was one sheet of water. 

" Stop her, stop her I " cried the frightened boys, 
as they saw their peril. 

It was too late. Down the sled plunged, over 
the shelving embankment, and, with new speed, 
dashed like a duck for the water. Two or three 
of the boys managed to roll off, but Ike, the helms- 
man, held to his post, and let his craft run, actually 
grinning at the evident destruction that lay ahead. 
Some, who were near the river, ran for boards 
from near fences to save the boys on the sled from 
drowning, when they were surprised to see the 
Victor take to the water, darting through it, over 
the hidden ice, and passing safely to the other 
side. Then such a shout as was sent up ; and Ike 
was praised for his courage, which was not de- 
served, for that very morning he had crossed upon 
the ice, and saw that it had been covered by water 
from some little stream further up, that had been 
swollen by the rain during the night. But though 
a little deceitful in accepting praise which did not 
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THE REASON FOR IT. 1 3 

belong to him, he was not worse than older people 
who are doing the same every day. 

All took hold to drag the triumphant sled back 
to the hill, where it was received with loud cheers, 
in which Si, though a good deal depressed at his 
defeat, joined heartily. He contented himself with 
saying that, though his sled had been beaten, it 
took a double-runner to do it ; and next day he 
paid his quart of chestnuts, and helped eat them. 
Mr. Dennett, when he heard the result of the race, 
wouldn't charge anything for what he had done, 
and Mr. Fernald, the blacksmith, said that if they 
would only make it public that he had made the 
gearing by which the Victor had won, he would 
ask nothing for his services. Si was admitted as a 
member of the proposed organization, which was 
sure to start with very nearly a dollar in its 
treasury ! 

And now something happened which united the 
Rivertowners and the Comerites. The fame of 
the double-runner had reached the town of Great 
Tatnic, the factory tOMm on Back River, two or 
three miles above, on the opposite bank of the 
stream, which was well known for its fine hills, 
admitting of the best of coasting ; and a challenge 
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14 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

was sent to the Rivertown boys to come up and 
try the Victor against some of their sleds. The 
boys at Great Tatnic had made some excellent 
runs, especially one, who had run into a four-horse 
team on a road below, and got his head damaged, 
so that it was honored by a notice in the Tatnic 
Chronicle, 

The acceptance of their challenge by the River- 
town boys, represented by the Corner club, caused 
considerable excitement in Great Tatnic. The 
boys all turned out to welcome them, and a num- 
ber of men likewise, who had nothing else to do ; 
and when the Rivertowners came up the hill, drag- 
ging their double-runner along, they were received 
with great enthusiasm. Many volunteers had 
come with the Rivertowners to see the contest, 
and so the town was well represented. The Tat- 
nicers looked the Victor over, but did not see any- 
thing about her to give them any uneasiness. 
They could beat her, they said, of course. 

" When are you going to begin } " asked Com- 
modore Ike. 

" Just when you please," replied the other leader. 

" Well, what do you expect us to do?" 

** Beat us, if you can." 
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''How?" 

" Why, down hill on your sled." 

" Of course ; but are we to race with you, make 
the best time, or go the farthest ? " 

"All, perhaps." 

"Well, how far is your farthest ?" 

"The last clump of bushes, away yonder. We 
can't go beyond that." 

"Best in three, is it?'* 

"Yes." 

"Well, then; let's begin." 

They then all got ready, six to six on each sled, 
and took their places. The first trial was to be 
a race, and excitement ran very high. They waited 
eagerly for the signal, and, at the word, away they 
started ; evenly at first, but then the Tatnic boys 
shot ahead, winning the race, to the great delight 
of their friends. The club team and their friends 
were a little cast down, but a whisper from Ike 
reassured them. They then started on the second 
race ; but this time the state of things changed, 
for the Victor led and won handsomely. The third 
trial was made with even a better result, and the 
victory more easily won. The Victor was also 
winner in the second trial, against time, and then 
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the last was called, to test which would go the far- 
thest. There was very great excitement regarding 
this. Ike looked, as he bestrode his sled, as Alex- 
ander the Great might be supposed to have ap 
peared before some grand attack. 

" You go down first," said he ; " let us see what 
you can do." 

" All right," was the response. 

Down dashed the Tatnic sled, going even be- 
yond the bush that had been named as the farthest 
point. It was a splendid run, and was cheered by 
both parties. 

'* Beat that if you can," shouted Tatnic. 

** They can't do it,*' said another native. 

" Well, don't crow till you are out of the woods," 
said Si Fairbanks, who was the best judge of the 
speed of the Victor ; " wait till you see the Victor 
go it" 

And the Victor did go it ! The commodore sat 
proudly at the helm, and his craft went down the 
hill at a rate of speed which the Tatnicers had 
never witnessed. 

" Hurrah for the Victor ! " shouted Si ; and the 
Tatnic boys — generous fellows! — gave a hearty 
cheer as they saw the club sled dash by the bush, 
and disappear beyond. 
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Yes, it had disappeared ; and the Victor, as if 
excited by her triumphs, had run into mischief 
which could not be seen from the hill. Beyond 
the point of disappearance was a rather steep de- 
scent, that sloped to a farm-house at the bottom, a 
door of which, composed half of glass, opened 
towards the hill. The Victor seemed to be at- 
tracted by this door, and, in spite of Ike's effort 
to change its course, made towards it with re- 
doubled speed, in a moment dashing through it, as 
it stood partly open, carrying away the sash, and 
landing upon the floor of the kitchen, where a 
quiet old farmer sat reading his paper. In at- 
tempting to rise, he, in his surprise, tipped over 
backwards and rolled upon the floor. His wife sat 
sewing by the window, and was threading her 
needle as the strange visitor rushed in. She 
started to her feet, screaming " Fire," and ** Mur- 
der," and darted out by another door to alarm the 
neighbors. 

Which were frightened most, the farmer and his 
wife or the boys, it would be hard to say ; but the 
farmer recovered first, and, seizing the commodore, 
shook him violently, vowing he would hold them 
all in custody until the damage had been paid. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1 8 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

He might have done so, because some neighbors 
had come in with his wife, and could have helped 
him. In the midst of the excitement, and while 
Ike was endeavoring to explain how the accident 
which brought the Victor there had happened, the 
Tatnic boys, who had rushed down the hill to see 
what had become of their conquerors, came into 
the farmer's house, and, learning what had occurred, 
generously became responsible for the amount 
claimed, and the Victors were released. 

The Rivertowners returned victorious, and Ike 
was hailed as one who had sustained the town's 
honor by his glorious victory, both in the race and 
in the charge upon the farm-house, which latter 
was regarded as a great stroke of genius* 

After this victory and the honors it received, the 
boys determined that the club from which all this 
had sprung should be continued, and they resolved 
that they would meet and organize right away. 
One of those accidents which often happen to 
bring things about occurred in a few days, to force 
their plan into execution. 
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UNCLE JOES LOG-BOOK. I9 



CHAPTER II. 
THE discovery: uncle joe's log-book. 

WIDOW BURGIN'S attic ran the whole 
length of the old house, up under the pitch- 
roof, and was the storage place of all the broken 
furniture and the odds and ends that had outlived 
their uses and were put here to linger, amid dust 
and cobwebs, until they should quite decay — for- 
gotten long since, but yet, for Widow Burgin, they 
had a charm from old association that would not 
admit of their being removed. There they remained 
year after year, cluttering up the old attic, and 
no invading hand was daring enough to interfere 
with their sacred confusion. The attic was unfin- 
ished, and nails were driven into the beams, from 
which hung bunches of dried vegetation, gathered 
no one knew when, and bags of once sweet herbs, 
that had long since lost their savor, so that it was 
almost impossible to detect motherwort from pen- 
nyroyal, or sage from tansy. A monstrous rag-bag 
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occupied a position near the head of the shaky 
stairway, and a dilapidated bureau formed a recep- 
tacle for letters and bills and miscellaneous papers, 
that had long passed from memory ; and Widow 
Burgin could never have found them had she been 
disposed ; but this she never attempted. A little 
window at each end, curtained with dust, let light 
into the attic dimly, faintly revealing the confusion, 
and an antique, musty smell pervaded the atmos- 
phere. In short, being rarely, if ever, visited, it 
was left to itself, to moulder away in dust and 
silence. 

Yet there was one who dared to enter this sanc- 
tuary, and this was the widow's boy Joe, who, with 
the noted instincts of a boy for rummaging, had at 
various times found his way there, and enjoyed a 
good time by himself. Curiosity is bom with the 
boy, and it is of no use to try to check his disposi- 
tion to search into things. Nothing can be hidden 
from him ; locks cannot resist him ; the most secret 
places have no concealment for him. Drawers are 
tumbled, closets are searched, shelves invaded, and 
not for once alone : the same process must occur 
repeatedly and the same objects be sought for. So 
the widow's Joe had a fine field to himself up in 
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the old attic; yet it was not so enjoyable, he 
thought, as pulling open the drawers of his moth- 
er's bureau down stairs, or those of his aunts, 
whom he occasionally visited. However, he 
poked into everything up in the old attic, and 
enjoyed himself as well as he could. He was never 
interfered with, so long as he did not carry any- 
thing away. 

One rainy wintry day, not very cold, the boys at 
the Corner had a severe time of it. It was a half- 
holiday, and as they looked out on the forming 
puddles in the street, dotted with raindrops, and 
heard the patter upon the roof, they felt that they 
were unfairly dealt with. A few of them had run 
between the drops to Joe Holmes's, who was out in 
the shed making believe split some kindling wood, 
when one, glancing towards the Burgin house, 
which was near, saw the little window in the attic 
open, and Joe's head thrust out, as if he were taking 
an observation. Signals were exchanged, after 
which the boys in the shed made a dash through 
the rain for the widow's door, rushing pell-mell 
into the front entry. 

*' Well, well," said the widow, meeting them, a 
little displeased, " what a way this is to come ! " 
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" Yes," said Ike, with a grin, " we've come all 
the way by water." 

But no one saw the pun but himself. 

" We came to see Joe," said Whidden. 

" He is up in the garret," she replied. 

" We know that," said Holmes ; " we saw him 
looking out of the window." 

" Well, I don't know about your going up there 
I am afraid you will get something out of place. 
Boys are so rude ! " 

At this point Joe came down stairs, covered with 
fragments of a bunch of herbs which he had thrown 
down in his hurry. 

" Hallo ! " he cried, " come up in the attic." 

The widow expostulated, and told the boys that 
she would not on any account have things disturbed 
up there, and she was afraid they might disarrange 
things so that she could not tell where they were. 
Joe, however, pleaded so earnestly, and the boys 
promised to be so careful, that she at last gave her 
consent. They accordingly followed Joe, in single 
file, up the stairs to the landing above, and then up 
over the creaking stairs to where a mine of treas- 
ures awaited them. 

It was a perfect castle of mysteries to the boys ; 
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and no diggers for hidden treasures could feel 
more eager interest than they in exploring the old 
attic and bringing to light its various resources. 
Old dusty fragments of the past were brought to 
light : fragments of books, fragments of newspa- 
pers, fragments of dress, fragments of furniture, 
fragments of umbrellas, even an old boot was an 
object of curiosity. They were so interested that 
they were as still as mice, while the rain raved 
above their heads as if eager to get in. 

** This is a high old place," said Dan Drown. 

"Yes," laughed Ike, "three stories high." 

This was followed by the first ripple of a laugh 
that had been heard, and it sounded queerly, that 
laugh from boyish lips amid such a scene of musty 
decay. Whidden sat a little apart from the rest, 
near the window, with a big old book upon his lap, 
the leaves of which he was turning. It looked like 
an ancient ledger, soiled and broken-backed and 
dog's-eared, and he seemed much interested in it 

" Three stories high, is it } " he said ; " well, here 
is something which will put a good many stories 
on top of that. Tye found the greatest thing 
yet" 

*' What is it ?" all eagerly inquired. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 



**Who was 'Uncle Joe?" Whidden asked of 
Burgin, before replying to the question. 

"I had an 'Uncle Joe!'" replied Burgin, "the 
brother of my mother, who went to sea, but I never 
knew him ; he died away before I was born." 

"Then," said Whidden, " this was his book, and 
here he has written, in big letters, on the first 
page, 'Uncle Joe's Log-Book,' as if he meant 
there should be no mistake about it. It is brim- 
full of rhymes and stories of all sorts and kinds, 
written and pasted in, enough to take all winter 
to read 'em. I've read one or two, and they are 
first-rate." 

"Mother has looked high and low to find this 
book," said Joe, "she thought somebody must 
have borrowed it. Won't she wonder how it came 
here?" 

'^I've an idea in my head," said Drown, after 
they had all inspected the prize, and expressed 
their admiration. 

" You don't say so," said Ike, " does it make 
your head ache ? " 

" What is it ? " was the general cry. 

"Well," he replied, "as Whidden says, here is 
enough reading matter to last a good while, if not 
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all the winter. Now, if Mrs. Burgin will loan us 
the book, what say to getting up our proposed 
club, and reading from this, evenings, with other 
things that we can make up among ourselves?" 

"Good !" was the cry from all. 

"We shall have to get a hall," said Whidden, 
"where we can have it all to ourselves. I 
wouldn't like to go round to different houses, 
where the girls would look in and make fun of us." 

"Well, where can we get a hall.^" asked 
Dennett. 

" rU tell you," said Holmes ; " Captain Bob has a 
nice little room over his boat-house, and he will 
lend it to us, I know, if we ask him. And then 
we can take him in as a member, and he may tell 
us some stories too, sometimes." 

" That's first-rate," said Whidden, " and we can 
fix it up ourselves. We shall want a stove and 
some lamps, and some chairs, and a desk for the 
president, and a table and a carpet for the floor, 
and some pictures for the walls to make it look 
pleasant." 

" Yes, but there ar'n't enough of us to do all 
that," said Burgin. 

" Well, we can take in some more, can't we ? 
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and then each one can bring something to fix it up 
with." 

" That's so," said Drown, " and we can have every 
member pay ten cents, on coming in, to buy wood 
and oil with. I tell you we can have a tip-top 
club, and no mistake." 

" What shall we call it } " asked Dennett 

" Double-Runner Club, of course," said Ike. 

"Why.>" asked Beck; "the double-runner is'nt 
to be here." 

" Because 'twill be better in the long run," re- 
plied Ike, laughing. 

"Yes, we must surely have Double-Runner in 
somewhere," said Beck. 

"Well," said Whidden, "we must get a good 
name for it, as a club to be a success should have 
a stunning title. Suppose we call it the Double- 
Runner Club and Creek Literary Sodality." 

" What does sodality mean } " said Holmes. 

"Don't know what Sodality means!" replied 
Whidden, contemptuously ; " why, it means a so- 
ciety, and it sounds well, doesn't it. Drown ? " 

" Yes, and I don't believe we can find a better 
name. Let's adopt it." 

After a little talk it was decided that the Double- 
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Runner Club should be called the Sodality, and 
arrangements were made to form the society at 
once, when a question occurred to Whidden : — 

"But we haven't got permission to use the 
book yet." 

" No," said Holmes, " and we haven't asked Cap- 
tain Bob yet for the use of his hall." 

" That's so," they all cried. 

So the party resolved themselves into a com- 
mittee of the whole to wait upon the widow first, 
to request the loan of the book, and then to visit 
Captain Bob Davitt, and see if he would let them 
have his boat-house loft for a hall. 

The widow expressed much surprise at the re- 
covery of the book, not having dreamed that it was 
up in the attic ; and said they might have it if they 
would be careful of it, as she set a world by it. 
This they promised, and then called upon Cap- 
tain Bob, to interest him in their scheme. 

" Well, my lads," said the captain, as he heard 
their request, " I am always ready to help along 
any good work, and I should think this might be a 
very pleasant way to spend the winter hours, * when 
the stormy winds do blow.* Is this the book you 
made mention on ? " 
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"Yes, sir," said Whidden, who had it under 
his arm. 

" Le' me see it." 

Captain Bob took it, and a smile spread over 
his features, as he turned the leaves. 

" Why, bless me," said he, " Fve seen this book 
hundreds of times. Old Joe and I sailed together 
in the Dian three voyages down to Frenchman's 
Bay, and he was forever reading something to us 
out of this book, when we were laying to. He was 
quite a genius, was Joe, and these things that are 
in writing here, were writ right out of his own 
head. He called it his * log book,' a sort of fancy 
he had, and you'll find more odds and ends of fun- 
ny and sober things here than you ever saw before, 
I warrant. Yes, yes; 'tis old Joe's sure enough. 
He was brimful of crotchets, and had poetry so at 
his fingers' ends that you had but to name a sub- 
ject and he had a quotation ready for it. Well, my 
hearties, you shall have the room, which I will clear 
up for you, but be careful about your fire." 

The boys were very grateful to the captain, who 
at once entered into the spirit of the project, de- 
termined to give them all the assistance in his 
power. 
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CHAPTER III. 

GETTING READY FOR ORGANIZING. 

CAPTAIN BOB immediately set himself to 
work making preparation for the Sodality. 
He was one of those fine old fellows who like to 
have a leading hand in everything going, and the 
boys were such favorites of his that he would do 
anything for them. So he, the very next day, 
went down to his boat-house, and, removing a lot 
of old sails and other rubbish from the loft, made 
a very comfortable-looking room of it. He had 
previously nailed some shingles over cracks that 
let in the wind too freely, and now prepared some 
whitewash with which he made the walls, as he 
said to himself, look like a lily; concealing the 
stains of dried dog-fish skins that had been tacked 
against the sides, their rough surface being of use 
instead of sand-paper. He likewise put some new 
wood into the floor, where the boards had rotted, 
and then brought some bricks from behind the 
boat-house, where it seemed they must have been 
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washed ashore, to make a suitable foundation on 
which the stove might rest. Captain Bob rubbed 
his hands, as he contemplated the improvements 
he had made, with a feeling of intense satisfaction, 
and then locked the room up carefully for the use 
of the boys when they should come and take pos- 
session. 

" I like to please 'em, mother," said the captain, 
as he invited his wife down to see what he had 
done, and told her the story of their plans ; " I like 
to please *em ; they are good boys, and if I can 
help the long evenings to pass pleasantly, I should 
feel as mean as sawdust not to do it." 

'* You are a good soul," said Mrs. Davitt. 

" Well, 'tis worth a good deal to be called that," 
replied the captain, smiling. "Tis a very little 
service, any way, and I hope they'll enjoy them- 
selves. What do you s'pose they call their club.^" 

"Why, club, I suppose." 

" No, they call it a Sidolatry," and the captain, 
laughing like a nor'wester, slapped his knee in great 
delight. 

"A what?" 

** A Sidolatry. When they told me about it, it 
put me in mind of the sailor in a Spanish port who 
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laughed at the people for calling a hat a sombrero. 
But, lor* bless us ! what's the difference ? " 

" Very true. 'Twill be jest the same, whatever 
they call it" 

" Yes, and they're the ones to run it. But speak- 
ing of names, mother, do you remember when they 
got the new chanticleer, for lightin' the North 
Church vestry, that Deacon Pettingill didn't know 
its name, and asked who they were going to git to 
play on it.^ He thought it was a new musical 
instrument." 

They both laughed at the memory of the chande- 
lier, and then left to await the coming of the boys 
when the whitewash would be dry enough. 

Several of the members visited the premises 
next day, and Captain Bob formally presented the 
key. They were delighted with what he had done 
for them, and he was overwhelmed by a profusion 
of thanks, Whidden averring the belief that there 
was no better hall for the intended purpose in 
Boston, with the big organ thrown in, which was 
setting it rather high ; but the white walls and the 
sweet atmosphere deserved all their praise, and as 
for Captain Bob, his kindness was gigantic in their 
eyes. The old man beamed upon them like a good 
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genie, a sort of submarine deity, who had risen 
from the creek and wrought this charm for their 
happiness. 

'' You shall be an honorary member/' said 
Drown. 

"Shall I?" replied the captam, "that's what I 
shall like, because I'm only an or'nary man, and 
only want to look in on you now and then, and 
hear some yam out of Uncle Joe's old book." 

"But you must come in with us, and tell us 
some stories, now and then, for a change." 

"Oh, very well, we shall see. So now go to 
work and fit up your quarters, and see what you 
can make of them." 

They had talked the matter over with the boys 
of the Comer, and got fifteen names upon their 
list, so that they had a good start as to numbers ; 
and now they divided the burden among them- 
selves of furnishing the " hall," as they called it, 
though Drown said they must try and think of 
some fancy name. The time was set for bringing 
the fixings, and people wondered to see the display 
the boys made. One brought an old coal stove on 
a wheelbarrow, another a faded carpet, two a rick- 
ety table, half a dozen came with odd chairs, one 
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with a cracked looking-glass, another with an 
empty dry-goods box, and others with miscella- 
neous matters suddenly gathered, which it was 
thought might come in use. Upon arranging the 
various things it was found that there was room for 
much more, and Capt. Bob looked on pleasantly, 
making suggestions, helping them put their stove 
in place and doing sundry little matters, as he 
said, to make things look " shipshape." He went 
in and appealed to " mother," to help them by loans 
of chairs and smaller articles needed for ornament 
or use. 

*' Where's your stove-funnel ? " said the captain. 

Holmes, who had brought the stove, looked con- 
fused, and confessed that he did not know ; that he 
believed the funnel had been taken for some other 
stove. This was a damper without the funnel, but 
the captain told them he had a lot of old funnel 
stowed in his attic that he guessed they might 
have, and went to procure it. He soon returned 
with a number of stove-pipe joints of several sizes, 
but, by pressing some in and pounding others out, 
he put them together, with an elbow joint thrust 
through a vacant light in the only little window, 
and the thing was complete. The boys were de- 
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lighted, and the captain proposed that they should 
try it, and test its power to draw. They accord- 
ingly collected a few handsful of dry rubbish upon 
the shore, which the captain arranged in the stove, 
and set fire to. 

" Now," said he, " stand back, or some of you 
may get drawed in." 

They laughed at this, and as the fire drew 
fiercely up through the funnel, they clapped their 
hands with excitement, deeming the affair a great 
achievement. 

" Nobody's brought any lamps," said Whidden. 

" What's to be done ? " said Walters. 

" Keep dark ! " whispered Ike, who had come in 
last, and stood with his hands behind him. Then 
he, with a grin, disclosed to view a large glass 
lamp in one hand, and a small can of kerosene in 
the other, both of which were received with a 
shout. 

Preparations having thus been so happily made, 
it was decided that a meeting should be held very 
soon for the purpose of organizing, and Captain 
Bob was asked what he thought about it. 

"As for organizing," said he, "organs is well 
enough, but expensive, unless you get a second- 
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hand one ; and if I was you I wouldn't think of it. 
A song now and then might do instead, and per- 
haps I may sing you one myself, if you want mu- 
sic ; so I wouldn't think of organizing." 

Whidden explained that they didn't intend to 
have an organ, but what he meant was, that they 
should meet, and choose officers, and adopt a con- 
stitution, like other societies. 

" Very well," said the captain ; " if that's all, it 
is all right. But you should say so in plain Eng- 
lish, and not give a wrong impression." 

Then, discovering that the fire had gone out, 
they locked their door and went out themselves, to 
discuss the matter on the comer, and make further 
arrangements for the opening exercises of the So- 
dality on a night which was then near at hand. 
They appointed a committee to report a list of 
officers at the first meeting, another to frame a 
constitution, a third to act as custodian of the 
book, which was to be closely guarded, and then 
they separated, with their heads full of the great 
object in which they were engaged. 

"I tell you, boys," said Whidden, on parting, 
** 'twill be the biggest thing out." 

•* Yes," said Ike, "especially if Captain Bob sings.' 
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"Well," replied Drown, "let him sing, if it 
pleases him. He is one of the tip-toppest old fel- 
lows in the world, and one of his sea-songs won't 
be bad, now and then, let me tell you." 

" That's so," was the general reply, and they dis- 
persed, singing, '* So say we, all of us.'* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE ORGANIZATION AND BEGINNING. 

THE time of meeting soon came round, and in 
the meantime, " Captain Bob's Hall," as they 
had named it, had been visited, and other additions 
made to its furniture and ornamentation. Some 
pictures, cut out of illustrated papers, had been 
tacked against the wall, the president's table had 
been decorated with tissue-paper fringes, and some 
one had brought an old-fashioned brass warming- 
pan, with a long handle, which they hung in a 
sightly place, to serve as a reflector when reflection 
was necessary. Ike had furnished a small tea-bell, 
minus a handle, for the president's table, with 
which he could command attention, and there 
seemed to be nothing lacking. Even fuel had 
been thought of: the creek shore had proved 
bountiful with chips and bits of wood, and Mr. 
Dennett's, the carpenter's shop, had been made to 
yield quite a supply of laths and shavings, to the 
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wonder of Mrs. Dennett, who could not see, for 
the life of her, where the kindlings had gone that 
she had depended on for her kitchen fire. There 
was quite a pile in the old boat-house, and Mrs. 
Davitt said she hoped the boys would be as good 
providers for their wives' comfort, if they ever 
had any. 

On the eventful night that was to see the 
Sodality started, the boys were on hand very early, 
Whidden with the cherished books ; and those ap- 
pointed to take parts were full of importance. 
The one lamp gave a very dismal glow, and Cap- 
tain Bob, who was present, as usual, went into the 
house and procured two more, which put a different 
light on the matter. 

•* There, my lads," said he, " now you can see 
what you are about." 

They thanked him heartily and then proceeded 
to business. The little bell tinkled, and Drown, 
who had been chosen to call the meeting to order, 
read a speech which he had prepared for the occa- 
sion. 

" You will please," said he, *' to come to order. 
We have met to form a new literary society, which 
will do credit to Clam Corner, and perpetuate the 
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greatest feat of coasting on record. Why shouldn't 
we have one as well as the city fellows ? And we 
have something, too, to build a club up on, that 
will instruct and amuse us much better than loaf- 
ing round and learning things we ought not to. 
Here in this nice hall, for which we must thank 
Captain Bob Davitt," — at this a cheer was given for 
the captain — " we shall meet, and, taking * Uncle 
Joe's Log Book' to guide our deliberations, we 
mean to make this society one that will be remem- 
bered for its wit and wisdom, and lots of other 
good things. No impropriety will be allowed here, 
and any boy who doesn't act like a gentleman will 
be chucked out. All must remember that the 
eyes of the world are upon them, and if we cannot 
be as large and important as Congress, we can go 
through the motions as near like it as we can with- 
out injury to our characters. The committee who 
,were appointed to report officers have handed me 
these names which I will read to you : 

" President, — Tom Whidden. 

" Vice-Presidents, — Jo Holmes and Gid Beck. 

"Secretary, — Dan Drown. 

*' Treasurer and Keeper of the Log, — Joe 
Burgin. 
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" Executive Committee, — All hands. 

** If it be your minds that this board of officers 
be adopted, please say yes." 

" Yes." 

" Contrary minded, No.** 

" Not one. You have chosen your officers unani- 
mously. Mr. President, please take the chair. I 
guess you can find it without having a committee 
appointed to show you the way. As I am secretary 
I will sit down here." 

The president, on taking his seat, was greeted 
with a round of applause. 

" I thank you," said he, " for the honor you have 
done me in choosing me for your president. It is 
a big position to fill, but I will try to perform its 
duties to please you. Somebody has said that if 
one can't fill a chair he can wabble round in it 
(laughter), so I can do the same, I suppose, if it 
will hold together. I hope that we can make our 
society a very pleasant and useful one, keeping our 
members out of company, maybe, worse than we 
are, and drawing instruction and amusement from 
Uncle Joe's big book. There are in that book 
many things that we shall like, and they may lead 
us to do something ourselves, for we don't know 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BEGINNING. 4I 



what we can do till we try (laughter). I know 
that there are fellows here who can give us some- 
thing first-rate if they should set out, and, as we 
all must do what we can for the honor of the soci- 
ety, they will, I know, do their best. Being offi- 
cered, I call upon the members who were appointed 
to draft a constitution to report/' 

"I move, Mr. President," said Durgin, rising, 
**that, before receiving the report. Captain Bob 
Davitt and the Widow Burgin be made honorary 
members of the society, and that Captain Bob be 
invited to take an active part in the proceedings." 

" I second the motion," said Ike. 

" I move as an amendment," said Holmes, " that 
the Widow Burgin also be allowed to take part if 
she is a mind to." 

The amendment was accepted, and the motion 
carried unanimously. Captain Bob rising and say- 
ing, " Thank'ee." Then Walters, who was chair- 
man of the committee on constitution, presented 
the following — 

CONSTITUTION. 

Whereas, as Dr. Brandreth says, ** the constitu- 
tion is that which constitutes," and, believing he 
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is right, we constitute ourselves by a constitution 
which shall keep our society on the right track, 
and make it respected, therefore, 

Article i. This society shall be known as the 
"Double-Runner Club and Creek Literary So- 
dality." 

Art. 2. The object of the Sodality being 
amusement and instruction, it will be the duty of 
its members to get as much fun and wisdom out 
of it as they can. 

Art. 3. No boy under fourteen nor over seven- 
teen shall be a member, and every member shall 
do all he can to make the Sodality a success. 

Art. 4. The principal business of the Sodality 
being to read and discuss, it shall be each one's 
duty to read when called upon, and all the rest 
shall sit still and listen, or pay five cents into the 
treasury if they don't 

Art. 5. Every member shall pay ten cents on 
entering, to go for lights and fuel, or bring its 
equal in wood. 

Art. 6. There shall be no loud or improper 
talking inside the hall, whether the Sodality is sit- 
ting or not. 

Art. /• No boy who smokes or uses profane 
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language need apply for admission. However good- 
looking, he can't come in. 

Art. 8. It is required of every member to be 
as neat as he can in appearance and conduct, with 
no spitting on the floor. 

Art. 9. Meetings shall be held on Monday and 
Thursday evenings, when selections from " Uncle 
Joe's Log-Book " shall be read aloud by some one 
appointed for the purpose, or he may read some- 
thing of his own, by vote of the Sodality, if he has 
anything to offer. 

Art. 10. This Sodality shall exist as long as it 
can hold together harmoniously, and Captain 
Davitt will let us have the room, which, in honor 
of him, we call " Captain Bob's Hall." 

The constitution was listened to very attentively, 
and no one made any objection ; therefore the Pres- 
ident put it to vote whether they approved of it, 
and it was adopted netn. con,, as Drown, the secre- 
tary, who was in the Latin class at the High 
School, put it, in his record on the back of an old 
circus bill which he had in his pockety there being 
no book provided. 

" Now," said the president, " as this is a sort of 
dedication, it would give pleasure to all, I know, 
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to hear a word from Captain Bob on the occasion. 
The captain has proved a good friend to us, and 
we can't be too grateful for what he has done, so if 
he will give us something in the way of advice or 
approval we shall be very glad. Those who are of 
this opinion please say, Aye." 

This was given with a will. 

" The ayes have it, — there's not a contrary one 
here. Captain Bob, the Sodality waits to hear 
from you." 

"Well, my hearts of oak," said the captain, "of 
course I will do all I can to make you happy, though 
I ain't much at a speech. My jaw tackle was never 
very good, and it's been so long unused that it has 
rusted in the block, but I'll do the best I can, as 
the man said who tried to lift the kedge anchor. 
I have been thinking, as I sat here, of poor Joe, 
whose log you are going to read, and that your 
launching your sidolatry craft was something like 
a cruise he once started on, when he was not so 
old as you are, about which he used to tell us down 
to Chaleur. But I hope you won't have so hard a 
time as he did, and I don't see how you can. He 
lived in Rivertown, and was just like a muskrat for 
playing round the water. Why, he'd tumbled into 
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Swift River and been half drownded twenty times 
before he was a dozen years old, and scarcely ever 
went home a night with dry clothes on. His folks 
weren't very uneasy about him, and Joe used to 
say they acted as if they thought that one born to 
be hanged couldn't be drownded, and so they let 
him go it 

"One Wednesday afternoon, he and a boy 
named Flynn were down on the wharves, getting 
into the boats and moving them about, when Joe 
asked Flynn how he'd like to go and take a sail. 
He said he'd like to. They were then in a ship's 
jolly boat that was moored there, much too large a 
boat for little fellows like them to manage, but 
they didn't think of that, and so Joe cast off the 
painter and pushed away from the wharf. There 
were two oars on board, one of which Joe took for a 
helm, and Flynn the other to row with. It was 
high tide and still water when they started, and they 
got along very well, going out into the channel, 
without dreaming of danger, when, by and by, the 
water began to run down, increasing every mo- 
ment, and they found themselves going down 
stream in a hurry. The tide is very rapid at the 
Narrows, and, as they got into the current, Flynn, 
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who was making great efforts with the oar, 
slipped back, and the oar went overboard. Noth- 
ing was then left to Joe but to steer the boat with 
the tide, which he did, and on she went right to- 
wards the sea. 

" Joe always said he was not one bit afraid, but 
Flynn was wild with fear. He cried and yelled for 
help, but nobody heard him, and there he sat, as 
white as chalk, while the boat went whizzing through 
the Narrows. On it went by the pleasant shores, on 
one side, bright and green in the sunshine, and on 
the other the fishermen's houses on the rocky banks, 
and past the old fort at the mouth of the river, 
right out to sea. He knew that it was of no use 
to turn her, for a boat don't go very well sideways, 
so he kept her on an even keel, right ahead. 

*** Where are we going .^* asked Flynn, as he 
felt the motion of the sea. 

" * I don't know,' said Joe, * but we shall meet 
some fishing-boat, or vessel bound in, and so we 
can get back.' 

" But the sun went down, and they met no ves- 
sel of any sort. Darkness came on, and they saw 
nothing but the land they were leaving and the 
waves dashing all around them. The wind now 
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began to rise and blow stiff off shore. Flynn grew 
seasick, and in despair laid down in the bottom of 
the boat, but Joe knew that their safety lay in 
keeping the craft before the wind, and did not lose 
courage, though every now and then his steering 
oar was unshipped by the waves. There they 
were at sea, going they didn't know where, but Joe 
felt that they must bring up somewhere, and knew 
that their lives depended on his coolness. 

" He watched the gleam of the fort light-house, 
behind him, which grew less and less as the boat 
sped along, and by and by he saw a light right 
ahead, seemingly a long distance away, but it was 
something to steer by, and it gave him new cour- 
age. He now went directly for the light, and 
roused up Flynn, who was too seasick even to 
enjoy hope. Brighter and brighter beamed the 
light, and, after a long and dreary time, Joe could 
make out the outline of high rocks, upon which 
the surf was beating, and a lighthouse on a high 
point, that sent its beams out over the sea, like a 
lane of fire, to where the boat was coming over the 
waves. Joe knew that it wouldn't do to run his 
boat right on the rocks, so, as he neared the shore 
he kept a sharp lookout for a place to land, putting 
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Flynn in the bow to see if he could make out a 
fitting spot. 

" Here's a wharf or something, right here," said 
the look-out. 

** Well," said Joe, " hold on to it, when , we 
reach it." 

" They had now run into a sort of a cove where 
the wind did not blow so hard, and the boat soon 
touched a floating raft or landing used' by the 
keeper of the light, and Flynn grabbed at a ring- 
bolt, holding on with all his might, while Joe 
jumped upon the landing and tied the boat. So 
far they were safe, but it was still night, and 
where they were it was impossible to tell till day- 
light, for the rocks were too steep to be climbed in 
the dark, and so they laid themselves down in the 
bottom of the boat and went to sleep. It was a 
cold nap that they took, and Joe waked just as the 
day was dawning, which soon lighted up the cliff 
and showed a path between the rocks leading to 
the lighthouse above. He told Flynn to turn out, 
and then they made their way up the path, which 
brought them close to the lighthouse keeper's 
door. 

** There was nobody stirring, and, after waiting 
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for a few minutes, in hope that some one would 
come out, they knocked at the door. They then 
heard a bustle inside, and very soon the door was 
opened by a woman, who, seeing the two cold and 
weary-looking boys, seemed very much surprised. 
They looked at her, wondering what language she 
would speak, as it seemed to them they must be 
somewhere on the other side of the world. 

" * Goodness gracious ! ' said she, at last, in a 
tongue which they very well understood; 'where 
did you come from ? ' 

" * From America, ma'am,' replied Joe. 

" * I dare say you did,' said she ; ' but how did 
you get here ? ' 

'* Then Joe told her how they had gone out for a 
sail, and that they were carried away by the tide 
and wind, and had been out all night on the ocean, 
and were very cold and hungry. Then she took 
them into the house, and called her husband, the 
keeper, who had turned in after blowing out his 
lights, — his beacon lights, I mean, — and then 
they gave them a good breakfast, and made them 
lie down and take a nap, after which they felt re- 
freshed. Then the keeper's wife told them that 
they were still in America, and had drifted some 
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dozen miles away from home; but that her hus- 
band was going to Rivertown the next day, and he 
would carry them back, when he could bring out 
somebody to return in their boat. 

They spent a very pleasant day, Joe wondering 
whether his folks thought he had at last been 
drownded, and next morning they started with the 
keeper in a sail-boat for home. The first thing 
they saw when they got ashore was a paper posted 
on a corner, offering a reward of five dollars for 
the arrest of two boys who had stolen a boat. 
The owner of the boat was on the wharf, and 
heard the story with wonder. He tore down the 
paper, and sent two men out in the lighthouse 
boat when it went, to row the missing boat back. 
Mr. Curtis, the keeper, went home with the boys, 
and was happy to restore them to their parents, 
who had thought they should never see them 
again. Mr. Curtis told Joe that whenever he 
wished to leave America and come out to Black 
Duck Island, he and Mrs. Curtis would be very 
glad to see him. 

" Now, as regards this story's applying to your 
sidolatry, — and I don't know as it does, — be 
careful in starting right, — as you have done ; then 
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be certain you can manage your craft, whatever 
the tide ; and, more than all, don't get afloat and 
drift so far as not to know where you are." 

The captain, when he closed, received a round 
of applause, and then, after voting to get two more 
lamps, and to buy a bunch of matches, the Sodality 
adjourned. 

" I tell you, mother," said the captain, before he 
dowsed the glim in the house, "those little fellows 
are fully up to it." 

"What.? "she queried 

'* Why, the sidolatry, to be sure." 

Mother wasn't at all enthusiastic about it 
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CHAPTER V. 

COMMENCING THE LOG-BOOK. 

THE organization of the Sodality having been 
effected, nothing now was in the way of plain 
sailing, and the members met, with the under- 
standing that the readings were to begin. It was 
a cold, disagreeable evening, and a fire had been 
made by Captain Bob before they came together, 
the stove throwing out a generous heat. Two 
additional lamps had been brought, which were 
lighted and placed upon the large pine box, that 
was to serve as a reading-desk before the presi- 
dent's table ; the officers took their stations ; the 
book was produced by the custodian ; the mem- 
bers were in their places, and everything denoted 
" business." 

"Now," said the president, as he tinkled the bell 
to call them to order, ** here we are again, as the 
funny man says in the circus, and we are about to 
dip into * Uncle Joe's Log-Book/ which is as full 
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of good things as an egg is of meat. A reader is 
to be appointed each evening, and as I suppose it 
is left to the president to select some one, I shall 
say, let Walters fill the place, and he may read just 
what he chooses." 

" Go as you please," whispered Ike, who sat near 
Walters. 

It was understood that this had all been arranged 
beforehand, as Walters expressed no surprise, and 
went at once to the big box, where, from the way 
he turned over the leaves, it might have been 
guessed that he had looked through it before, and 
picked out what he should read. 

" Now begin," said the president 

Walters, thus directed, opened the book, placed 
himself in a proper attitude, and, clearing his 
throat, was about to commence, when Captain Bob 
arose, and requested permission to say a word, 
which was granted. 

"All I wished to say, Mr. President," said he, 
" was, that this is not a regular ' log,' at all. A log is 
a book in which a ship's course is laid down, with 
the latitude and longitude, the way the wind blows, 
and all that, with such remarks as are to be made 
about anything that happens : such as, ' spoke ' so- 
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and-so ; or, saw an iceberg ; and so on. Joe merely 
called this book his * log/ because, he said, it kind 
o' kept track of the life-voyage he was making, and 
these things would help his memory when he 
wanted to overhaul the past. Sentiment, and fun, 
and poetry were all mixed up in it, and he saw a 
record of the voyage that everybody was making 
in its pages. Heave ahead." 
Then Walters began : 

My Solitary Walk. 

When I was about fourteen years old, my father 
and mother both being dead, my uncle in Dermont 
took me to live in his family, sent me to school, 
and acted like a father by me. Though he nor his 
kindness has anything to do with the story I am 
about to tell, I cannot help speaking of him as one 
of the best of men ; and as my living in his family 
led to the incident I am to describe, it is not out 
of place. Dermont is about fifteen miles from 
Rivertown, over a beautiful road, as smooth as a 
floor, which is divided by a river ; and the river, 
spanned by a bridge, forms an attractive feature 
for the traveller who loves to look off gver the 
blue, deep water, and enjoy one of the finest river 
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views in the world. I was always a great walker, 
and the distance between the two places was a 
mere trifle to my eyes, or my feet; and several 
times in the course of a summer, I would walk to 
Rivertown and visit my older brother, returning 
the next day, both ways on foot 

One bright morning in June, I started on my 
tramp to Rivertown, and spent most of the day 
there in walking about, sensible of no fatigue. 
Late in the afternoon, the whim seized me to walk 
home, and in spite of remonstrances, I set out on 
my solitary journey. It was really no more soli- 
tary than it had been in the morning, but the da/s 
walk about town had imperceptibly affected me, 
and the influences of the declining portion of a 
day are different from those at its beginning. At 
the first, Nature, refreshed by sleep, awakens elas- 
tic and invigorated, and gives an energetic glow to 
the frame; at the last, as if enervated and de- 
pressed by the activities of day, it sinks to its close 
like a weary toiler, imparting his weariness to all 
around him, through sympathy. 

I stepped along the first few miles of my journey 
very sturdily, but soon I found myself lagging by 
the way. With any one in company to have 
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spoken to it would have been different. I felt 
lonely, and was delayed by many things that at- 
tracted my attention : a chipmunk on the wall, a 
turtle in the brook, a bird upon a tree, the sighing 
of the winds through the grand old pines. Mus- 
tering up energy I pushed along until I came to 
the old bridge, and here I stopped to rest. The 
rapid tide beneath gurgled along the rough stone 
arches, and I thought of the stories I had read, of 
kelpies and water-sprites that sang their songs to 
lure people down to their caves, and I peeped 
through the railing to see if I could catch a view 
of any of them swimming in the current or perched 
upon the abutments. Then I thought of a big 
bass which had been caught from the bridge the 
year before, and of boys who came there with 
long spears to strike the big codfish which, at cer- 
tain times of tide, swam up from the sea to feed on 
the barnacles which grew upon the stones, and 
then I forgot myself, dropping off into sleep. 

I awaked, to find the sun fast sinking in the 
west, and long shadows beginning to stretch out 
over the water and land, and started again on my 
walk. My sleep had not refreshed me much, but 
I went along with a little more energy, and just as 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



COMMENCING THE LOG-BOOK. 57 

the sun had reached the horizon I had arrived at a 
small plain where two roads diverged, with a large 
farm-house on one side of it, and I resolved to 
apply there and get a drink of milk. I wished to 
break the terrible monotony of the journey, for I 
had not spoken to a human being since I left 
Rivertown. I had made a remark or two to a 
large dog a few miles down the road, who had come 
out to smell of me and ascertain if I was good to 
eat, but he seemed to think I was not of much 
account, and, after a mere melancholy wag of his 
tail, he turned away and left me. 

I hesitated a moment before knocking at the 
door. There were no signs of life about the house. 
The windows were shut, though the weather was 
warm, and I thought the occupants might have 
gone away, or that, perhaps, there were no occu- 
pants at all. However, I resolved to ascertain 
whether there was any living thing in the house or 
not, and so went up to the front door, on which 
there was a large brass knocker, and gave a pretty 
smart rap. The effect was startling. I heard the 
sound go all over the house inside, and then the 
silence that followed seemed greater for the inter- 
ruption. Not a sound came back to me. I stood 
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and listened for the moving of a door or the mur- 
mur of a voice. Then I seized the knocker again 
and gave a much louder alarm than before, deter- 
mined to make the inmates hear, if there were any 
there. 

Gracious heavens, the effect ! There was not a 
movement that denoted anything astir within, but 
there came a yell as if it were made by a wild 
beast, accompanied by the furious rattling of a 
chain, and then another, before my terrified senses 
would allow me to turn away ; and as I made rapid 
tracks over the road, that led through a little wood, 
a third yell of the same character pursued me, 
echoing among the trees and seeming as if it were 
all around me as I flew- along. The shadows had 
begun to thicken, and I was half afraid I should 
see some ghost start out from its hiding-place to 
stop me. I forgot my fatigue, and terror gave 
speed to my steps as I fled over the ground. The 
croak of a frog in the marsh took the tones of the 
frightful yell, and a whippoorwill's song in the 
deeper shade, was, to my terrified fancy, the rattle 
of the chains. 

Blueberry Plain, — called Blueberry, I suppose, 
because there are no blueberries within a league 
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of it, — IS fully five miles from Dermont, and I 
made the quickest time ever known in going the 
distance. I ran every step of the way, and dashed 
into my uncle's house as if I had been shot out of 
a gun, and dropped exhausted into a chair, like a 
spent ball. 

" What's the matter ? " asked Uncle Dick, 

I couldn't answer him for a while, and all the 
family were alarmed by my strange conduct, as I 
sat looking at them, with my mouth open and my 
eyes protruding. 

" What's the matter > " he repeated. 

Then I gathered strength enough to tell him of 
my strange adventure. 

*'Why," said he, "'twas only poor Hatchman, 
the crazy man, who has been shut up in the house 
there for years, and when the folks go out in the 
neighborhood, they have to put the chains on him 
to keep him from running away." 

• . • • • 

The reader paused here, when Captain Bob arose 
and held up his hand, like a child at school who 
has something to say : 

"This treatment of a crazy man," said he, 
" doesn't jibe with our idees of to-day ; but you 
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must remember, my lads, this was before the days 
of insane asylums, and folks had to do the best 
they could with the poor unfortinits. I ask par- 
don for the interruption, but it seemed essensual 
for understanding the story." 
• • • 

Walters proceeded : 

It made me feel better when I found there was 
nothing of a demoniacal character connected with 
the adventure, and then he told me the story of 
poor Hatchman. He was, years before, going to 
marry a nice young woman of Tatnic ; the day of 
the wedding was appointed, when, for this reason or 
some other, she drowned herself in a pond on her 
father's farm. Hatchman himself found her, when 
he went crazy and had been so ever since. He 
fancied every lady he saw was the one he had lost, 
and a few days before, when my aunt had gone 
done to the Plain on an errand, he caught a 
glimpse of her and called her all sorts of sweet 
names, begging her to leave heaven and come to 
him. Then when she went away he grew furious, 
and tried to break out to meet her when she 
should return. 

"Probably your knocking at the door," said 
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Uncle Dick, " made him remember this, and he 
was raving to get out and meet her." 

This is the story of one solitary walk, and though 
I went over the ground alone, many times after- 
wards, I never passed the house at Blueberry 
Plain, without feeling that I was in a hurry, and 
got by as soon as possible. 

• • • • • 

The reading of the story having terminated, the 
president called a recess, whereat they said this 
and that about the production, giving due credit 
to the reader, and put some more fuel in the stove. 

" I say," said Ike, " shouldn't some of you fel- 
lows like to try for the big fish up at the old 
bridge?" 

" You bet I should," replied Holmes, who had 
won quite a reputation as a fisherman by catching 
smelts in the creek. 

"Do you s'pose there ever were any big fish 
there ? " said Burgin. 

Captain Bob laughed. " My lads," he. cried, " I 
was the very one who caught the big bass that Joe 
speaks of." 

" You ? " was the general exclamation. 

" Yes," said he, '' and the way of it was this 'ere. 
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I was about two years older than Joe, and one 
summer lived near Fox Point up to the bridge. 
Tis the loveliest spot there that the sun ever 
shone on. I was working with Farmer George, 
and in the garden-sarce season had to go to River- 
town two or three times a week with produce, and 
to buy something for the house. This was before 
I went to sea. One day I was at the fish market 
and seeing a brand-new herring there I begged it. 
The day was rainy, and when I got home all hands 
had knocked off* work. So I went out into the 
barn and there was an old line, that looked as if 
it wouldn't bear its own weight, which I took down, 
and started for the bridge with my herring in my 
pocket. The hook on the line was rusty and dull, 
but I hitched on my bait and threw over, let- 
ting the line run out with the tide as I walked 
along. I saw the silver scales of the herring shine 
in the distance, turning over and over, as it was 
swept this way and that, when, just as I was half 
way across, an immense fish, as I could see, 
jumped at my bait and made off" with it, the bal- 
ance of the line whisking through my hands. 
Soon the line was all run out and then I held on. 
I didn't dare to pull in for fear it would break, and 
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SO towed my fish over to the other side, where I 
got down on the shore and worked him in by 
degrees, getting at last hold of his gills and yank- 
ing him on to the beach. I found it was a striped 
bass, and, after I had killed it with a stone, I tried 
to get it up on the bridge. The hook was still in 
the fish's mouth, and, climbing up, I tried to lift my 
prize, but the line would not bear the weight and 
broke. I doubled and trebled the line, and then, 
after a great deal of trouble, I got it up. I couldn't 
lift it, and so dragged it home. It weighed fifty- 
two pounds, and was the biggest fish ever caught 
in the river." 

After waiting a little while for the story to settle 
in the minds of the hearers. Moody said he had 
heard a prime story about a big fish in Lake 
Winnipisiogee : — 

" A man," said he, ** was going fishing on the 
lake in winter, and cut a hole where the ice was 
two feet thick. He then lowered down his line, 
and by and by he had a bite and hooked some- 
thing, which he began to draw in. Before he could 
get it to the top of the water, he felt something 
else grab it and run away with it. After paying out 
all his line the man began to pull in, and pull in, 
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and pull in, till he had got whatever it was, right 
up to the hole in the ice. He was so afraid it 
would get off that he stooped down to the edge of 
the ice to lift it up very slowly and carefully, which 
he did, and lifted up and up, as he rose up himself, 
and when he had risen up to his full height, he 
being a tall man, holding the fish out at arm's 
length, he could just see its eyos.** 

The boys laughed. 

"Well," said Captain Bob, "that'll do for a fish 
story, but let me caution you, my young friend, not 
to take too much stock in stories of that natur', 
nor tell too many of 'em, for it will take a good 
deal of truth, in other things, to offset one like 
this, and if you have any regard for your veracity 
keep shady about endorsing 'em. Always steer by 
the truth, and keep probability in sight." 

The tinkle of the president's bell, calling the 
Sodality to order, interrupted conversation, and 
after appointing Captain Bob as janitor and keeper 
of the stove, the assemUy adjourned. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE STORY OF A NIGHT'S RIDE. 

THE tinkle of the bell called the Sodality to 
order, and there was need of it, as quite a 
noisy discussion had been carried on around the 
stove, regarding a disturbance that had taken 
place during the afternoon between the south-end- 
ers and the north-enders. The question had been 
as to which side were the victors where neither 
won, as the constable had come in and dispersed 
them before they had done each other any damage. 
The discussion was all on one side, like the handle 
of a jug, all insisting, as loud as they could speak, 
that if '* Old Beeswax " hadn't come in just as he 
did, the north-enders would have given *em such a 
mauling as they never had before. They had 
worked themselves up into fever-heat about it, and 
were saying the same thing over and over again, 
when the bell sounded and the talk suddenly sub- 
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sided to a murmur, dying out altogether as they 
took their seats. 

President Whidden nominated Durgin as the 
reader of the evening, who took his place at the 
box, prepared to begin, when Drown, the secretary, 
arose. 

** Mr. President," said he, " Td like to know what 
I am here for. IVe been put in as secretary, and 
kept the records as far as we have gone, but their 
reading has not been called for, and I'd like to 
know what use it is to keep them, any how, if 
nobody wants to hear them." . 

The president explained that it was the custom 
in other great bodies (laughter) to have the 
records of each meeting read at the following 
meeting, but as so little had been done by the 
Sodality he hadn't thought it worth while to call 
for the reading of the records, as he didn't see what 
there was to record. He would leave it with the 
Sodality whether a record should be kept, and 
whether it should be read at the following meet- 
ings, and would put the questions separately. 

** As many as are in favor of keeping the record, 
say * Ay/ " 

"Ay." 
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"Contrary-minded. *No.'" 

No one spoke. 

" Tis a vote. As many as are in favor of hav- 
ing them read, say 'Ay.*" 

Not a voice was heard 

"Contrary, 'No.'" 

" No ! " was the cry. 

"Tis not a vote." 

The secretary looked unhappy and was just on 
the point of resigning. 

"Mr. President," said one, "I move that the 
records be kept and read all together at our very 
last meeting." 

" Second the motion," was heard all around. 

This question was put and carried unanimously. 

Durgin, in the meantime, had been turning over 
the leaves of the book, and it seemed as if he had 
found something to please him very much, for he 
smiled as he read it to himself As soon as the 
question concerning the record was settled, he 
rose, and began to read aloud: — 

How We Found the Way. 
It was before the days when railroads were so 
common, that my friend George Perkins had a call 
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to go to Spotville. It was a call that could not be 
unheeded, and go he must. There being no stage 
running to the place, he was compelled to hire a 
team to take him there. The carriage was a vehi- 
cle large enough for two, and, as good company 
was desirable, he invited me to go with him. I 
was young then and all alive for a good time, and 
as the journey promised to be a pleasant summer 
excursion, I at once accepted his invitation. We 
started late in the afternoon, in high spirits, for 
Spotville. 

The day had been very fine and its close indi- 
cated a pleasant evening. We drove on for a 
couple of hours, a delightful breeze fanning us as 
it swept up from the river, by the banks of which 
our road at first lay. Every one we met, though 
all were strangers, had a pleasant word with us, 
and as we passed some houses, where the doors 
and windows were crowded with eager, inquiring 
faces, we smiled and bowed familiarly, leaving the 
curious ones to wonder "who it could be." We 
were having a gay time, when we heard a heavy 
roaring sound in the west, and getting beyond 
some trees, which had prevented us from seeing 
in that direction, we saw that the heavens were 
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black with clouds, piled up like mountains one 
above another, from which came the grumbling we 
had faintly heard, and a flash of lightning at the 
moment, revealed the fact that a thunder-storm 
was rising. 

It seemed very probable that we should have to 
be out in it, which was not an agreeable reflection, 
but as turning back was impossible, we resolved to 
make the best of it and push on, in hope of finding 
some place of shelter. The air suddenly became 
cold, the trees began to rock with the increasing 
breeze, and we realized the fact that the storm 
would be soon upon us. The lightning blazed 
fiercely, and the thunder grew louder and louder 
as we drove along. A cloud of dust, as the wind 
increased, seemed to fill earth and sky, and we 
thought a tornado was surely approaching, which 
gave us great alarm. As the gale swept furiously 
by, Perkins cried, " Look out ! " 

It was a precaution, and not a direction, as I had 
supposed, and, looking out, the dust filled my eyes, 
ears and mouth in an instant ; and my hat, which I 
had neglected to secure, darted from my head with 
the swiftness of an arrow. I saw it for a moment 
in the bosom of the cloud of dust, dancing off as if 
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in delight at my dilemma, and then it disappeared 
forever. We were crossing the track of the storm, 
and the veering wind, which had all along been in 
our back, now blew in our faces, and our horse, 
that had felt the force of a fair breeze, relaxed the 
speed he had been compelled to make, and went at 
a jaded walk. He seemed to be determined to make 
up for the enforced rate which had been so con- 
trary to his nature. 

The rain at last came down upon us in torrents. 
It was fast growing dark, which rendered the 
lightning more vivid ; and the prospect was very 
unpleasant, because there was no prospect at all. 
We could see scarcely a rod before us, and the 
chance seemed probable that we must remain on 
the road through the whole storm, as, to our dis- 
ordered fancy, it appeared that we were in a land 
of utter desolation, with no trace of a dwelling to 
commend it. Just after we had arrived at this 
conclusion, a flash of lightning, more vivid than 
the rest, disclosed to us a farm-house not far dis- 
tant, and a fierce dog, in the deeper darkness which 
followed, came out to us with a very disagreeable 
bark, which seemed to have a bite in every accent 
of it. It was cheering, at this moment, to see a 
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light coming out of a barn in the vicinity, and to 
hear a rough voice say : — 

" What yer 'bout thar — consam ye ? " 

** We are trying to find our way, sir," said Per- 
kins, thinking we were addressed. He was, I 
thought, a little scared at the sudden salutation. 
"Got caught in the storm." 

"Oh ! ask parding," said the owner of the voice, 
holding up his lantern to inspect us. ''I was 
speaking to the dog. — Get out!" 

" Thank you," said Perkins, thinking again that 
he was the one addressed. " We will get out, if 
you can take the horse in somewhere out of the 
rain." 

"Sartin. Bad night. Where are you goin*?— 
Confound you ! get out ! " 

This latter unmistakably to the dog. 

"Going to Spotville," shouted Perkins, making 
an effort to be heard above the storm ; " and we 
will get out as soon as we can." 

We could see by the blaze of the lantern that 
the man was clothed in an oilcloth suit, and his 
shadow, cast upon the background of the night, 
seemed that of a giant. He took our horse by the 
head, led him into the farm-yard, and hitched him 
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beneath a shed ; then he led us into the house and 
introduced us as travellers in distress. We were 
immediately sharply scrutinized by some half a 
dozen people and the dog, who renewed his inter- 
est in us by snapping at our heels in a vicious 
manner. 

" From Rivertown ? " asked our friend of the 
lantern, blowing out the light, which sputtered a 
bit and then sent a stream of black smoke up to 
the dingy ceiling. 

" Yes," said Perkins ; " and we were on our way 
to Spotville when the rain and darkness came upon 
us. How far is it to Spotville f " 

" Goin' by the new road," was the reply, ** it'll be 
about eleven mile. But the humps and stones 
hain't been picked out yet, and you'd break yer 
neck, as sure as yer live, this dark night. You'd 
better go by the old road, and that'll be thirteen 
miles. — Get out, you beast ! " 

This would have been a startling close to the 
sentence, if he had not given the dog a kick that 
sent him yelling to the other side of the room, as 
he saw that interesting animal smelling Perkins's 
hand, preparatory, evidently, to shaking it with bis 
teeth. 
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Our coats were pretty well soaked with water ; 
and, asking permission to bang them near the 
fire by which supper, then on the table, had been 
prepared, we were invited to sit up and partake 
with the family. This we did ; and the humble 
fare was enlivened by a discussion between the 
farmer and his hired man on the subject of com- 
post manures and the benefit of rockweed as a 
fertilizer, when the farmer, whose name we had 
learned was Brown, turned to Perkins. 

" What do they say in towq," he inquired, ** about 
the new Riverbank Railroad ? " 

" Everybody is speaking favorably of it,'* said 
Perkins, with a warm affectation of interest ** I 
never knew such excitement about anything. The 
brokers are all quarrelling to see who shall secure 
the largest number of shares." 

" You don't say so ! Well, I've got two shares 
into it ; and I was a little skeery about it, though 
my wife was more sanguinary." 

The good lady smiled at the compliment, and 
looked very knowing. 

** I was," said she, " I confess, a little incredible 
at first ; but when I saw by our paper — The Hay- 
cutter — how much it was going to do and how 
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much assessment it was likely to pay, I advised 
father to subscribe." 

" How shrewd women are ! " said Perkins. 

" Yes," replied the farmer, " the old lady is 
mighty *cute, though I do say it." 

We arose from the table, and Perkins, going to 
the door, returned with the report that the rain 
had abated. 

" We must now be going," said he ; and he put 
on his coat, which I imitated. 

" I hate to have you go out this dark night," said 
Mrs. Brown. ** You can stay here jest as well as 
not, and go in the morning." 

" That 's so," chimed in the farmer. 

Thanking them for their hospitality, but declining 
to stay, we bade the farmer's wife good-by, and 
left the house. The dog followed us, and, evi- 
. dently regarding us as the cause of his disgrace, 
kept nipping at our heels as we went along. Mr. 
Brown took out the horse, and, pointing him in 
the right direction, stood by his head until we got 
into the chaise. 

" Keep on," said he, before releasing the bridle, 
" till you come to a bridge ; then, after you cross, 
turn to the left; then, after riding about half a 
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mile, turn to the right, into Widow's Lane, which 
will lead you to the cross-roads, and the guide- 
board there will tell you which to take. Tis jest 
as easy to find as roUin* off a log. Good night." 

"Good night," we responded. 

I had borrowed an old chip hat from our farmer 
friend, which I promised to leave when I returned. 
The night was pitchy dark, the sky being still 
overcast, and looking back, we saw the light of the 
lantern where we had left it, showing that the 
farmer was there, still thinking of us. 

" Good night ! " we shouted, and we heard a faint 
sound in response. 

We knew when we reached the bridge, by the 
sound, and by close watching found the several 
points laid down in our oral chart ; but the guide- 
board was a matter of more difficulty, for though 
the divergent roads were there, we could not read 
the direction, and which to take we could not 
guess. We could see the projecting arms, tantaliz- 
ingly thrust out, but that was all. 

" Got a match, Perkins ? " I asked. 

He had one in his vest-pocket which had kept 
dry, and taking this between my teeth I climbed 
the post, and, scratching it into a blaze, I found 
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that every trace of a letter had been worn off by the 
weather ; and we were as much in the dark as ever. 
Finding the old boards loose, I gave them a wrench. 

" Stand from under ! " I cried ; and they fell to 
the ground with a crash. • 

" Now here's a pretty to-do," said Perkins ; " we 
can't tell which is which." 

" We'll throw them into the chaise," replied I, 
" and ride by instinct, until we find some one who 
knows." 

Riding along several miles, and not seeing a 
house, we halted for counsel. 

"There must be some one living round here," 
said Perkins, " for this certainly is a public road, 
which we can prove by the guideboard. Ah, there 
is a light. See it between the trees there." 

There was a light, sure enough, and we made out 
the outlines of a small house, a few steps away 
from the road. Getting out of the chaise and se- 
curing the horse, we advanced towards the door 
and knocked. There was no reply ; and after 
waiting a minute, we lifted the latch and entered. 
An old man sat at a table reading ; and as a 
breath of air blurred the blaze, he looked up and 
started to his feet in much surprise. 
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" I haven't anything for you," said he in a tone 
of alarm. " I haven't anything for anybody. What 
do you want ? " 

." We want to find our way," replied Perkins. 

" I haven't anything for you/' he repeated quer- 
ulously ; " I haven't anything for yoa I am all 
alone, all alone." 

" Can you tell me the way to Spotville ? " cried 
Perkins, in an energetic tone. 

"Nothing for you, nothing for you," was the 
only reply. 

" Hold on. Perkins," said I. " The old fellow is 
deaf as a post. Let us write your question. Per- 
haps he can read it" 

We neither of us possessed a pencil ; but, seized 
with another lucky idea, I rushed to the chaise 
and returned immediately with the old guideboards, 
which I placed before him in position as we had 
found them, drawing lines with my finger on the 
taUe corresponding with the cross-roads. This 
seemed to convince him that our intentions were 
innocent ; but still he could not, for the life of 
him, catch our meaning. At last, seizing the book 
upon the table, I found the word " which," and 
Perkins having an envelope with ''Spotville" printed 
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on it, we pointed them out to the old man, who, 
comprehending our pantomime, touched the oppo- 
site side from that we had taken, and said, ** That." 

Giving the poor old fellow a trifle for the scare 
we had caused him, we left him to his solitude and 
retraced our way to the beginning of the two 
roads, where we left the guideboard and took 
the other path. After a ten-mile journey fur- 
ther, we reached Spotville in season for an early 
breakfast. 

Returning the next day, we replaced the guide- 
boards, taking care, as nearly as we could guess to 
transpose them, though this mattered* little, and 
travellers for Spotville and Longtwist found them- 
selves, until the old boards rotted away and were 
replaced by new ones, as much in the dark, even 
at noonday, as we were on that eventful night. 

The reading had been finely given and atten- 
tively listened to, and the reader was much ap- 
plauded as he took his seat. 

" Has any one any comments to make on the 
story ? " the president inquired. 

" It seems to me, Mr. President," said Ike, " that 
it might have been more satisfactory if Uncle Joe 
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had told us whether he returned the chip hat or 
not, as they came back." 

**That is a question," replied the president; 
"but as there is no one to answer it, I shall dismiss 
the subject." 

At this point Captain Bob, who had been absent 
all the evening, leaving the treasurer to look after 
the fire, was heard coming up the stairs. He en- 
tered unceremoniously, with his hat on, his face 
very red and smiling, and sat down on a vacant 
chair. 

" Shipmets," said he, " Mr. President, I've failed 
to be on hand to-night because I've been on foot 
somewhere else. I met Charley Clewline down 
town, and I couldn't get away till he told me the 
story of one of his shipwrecks, when he was the 
only one saved, by swimming ashore on the dog. 
It took about an hour to tell it ; and, though he 
will lie faster than a horse can trot, I'd about as 
lief hear him as to hear or'nary people tell the 
truth, he reels off his yarns with such a relish. I 
hope the Sidolatry will excuse me." 

" Certainly," said the president ; " but you have 
lost a very pleasant session, captain." 

A motion made to adjourn was carried, and 
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as the boys went down the stairs, they heard 
the captain, who stayed to put out the lights, 
singing : 

" The stormy winds they blow, 
And we poor sailors go tripping through the tops. 
While the land-lubbers lay down below." 

" The captain is merry to-night, isn't he ? " said 
Burgin. 

" Yes," said Ike, laughing ; " and don't you 
think he smelt Clewline's breath when he told him 
that story about swimming ashore on the dog ? " 

** Shouldn't wonder," said Drown ; " some folks 
are very easily affected." 

There was a universal feeling expressed on the 
corner that the Sodality was a success. Drown, 
however, contending that the records should be 
read ; and then they went home, with light hearts, 
to dream about it. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A MERRY SESSION OF THE SODALITY. 

ALTHOUGH the reader of the Log-Book 
was to be appointed on the evening of 
meeting, it was rumored among the members that 
Ike Partington was to have the post conferred on 
him, and Captain Bob had received a hint to make 
the fire early, as the weather was quite cold, and 
it was expected that the Sodality would want to 
meet early. They were, accordingly, very prompt 
The little hall was warm, and the fire roared as 
if it felt an extra importance, and was tr)dng to 
outdo its former exploits. 

"That stove isn't like old Mr. Booker's," said 
Captain Bob, as he threw in an extra handful of 
chips. 

" How is that ? " inquired Holmes. 

" Why," said the captain, '* Mr, Booker bought a 
;iew stove, which in itself wasn't a very remark- 
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able circumstance ; but, after a little while, people 
fancied that the old man began to turn yellow. 

" * What's the matter, Mr. Booker ? ' they asked ; 
* have you got the jaundice } ' 

" * No/ said he, quietly, * not 's I know on.' 
" Every day he grew of a darker shade, till he 
became about the color of a ham. He was a curi- 
ous old fellow, and lived alone. Nobody ever went 
to see him, and all his neighbors wondered how he 
lived. Folks stopped him in the street to ask him 
what made him grow so dark, but he would turn 
'em oflf, and then they let him alone. One day 
there was an alarm of fire. The old North bell 
rang, and it was passed along that Booker's house 
was burning; some said that the old man was 
burning up in it. There was no engine in the 
place, and everybody kept fire-buckets to put out 
the flames with. So all the people in the town 
ran to Booker's with their buckets. The door 
was open, and a great cloud of smoke was com- 
ing out, but no fire was to be seen. They filled 
their buckets at the pump opposite the house, 
formed a line from the pump to the door, and then 
began to throw in the water. They had thrown m 
about twenty buckets, with more all ready, when 
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out came Booker, as mad as a hornet. The last 
bucket-full had struck him, and he appeared wet 
as a drownded rat, rubbing his eyes. 

" * What are you about ? * he yelled at 'em. 

" * Saving your house from burning," said one. 

" ' Saving you from being burned up in it,* said 
another. 

" * Go away with your nonsense,* he cried ; 'there 
isn't any fire there but what is in my stove.' 

" * Your stove ! ' they said. 

" * Yes, my stove.' 

" * What, don't your stove draw ? ' 

" ' Draw ! ' said he ; * I guess you'd think so. 
There's a proof of it. See that smoke ? ' 

" * How can you say that it draws, then ? ' asked 
one. 

" * I never knew one to draw better,' he said ; 
* but it draws down chimney, instead of up, and for 
good custom work there's not a stove in this town 
that can beat it.' 

The boys laughed, and were about making some 
comments on the story, when the bell sounded, 
and they took seats. 

" We will go at once to business," said the pres- 
ident, " and as our business is pleasure, I think all 
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will be pleased when I appoint, as the reader, Ike 
Partington." 

The announcement was received with applause 
and a laugh, for Ike was one of those boys who 
always raise a laugh, Whether they do anything 
funny or not ; and his teacher was annoyed, when 
he took the platform to read or recite, to hear a 
simmer run round the school-room, though he 
could see no reason for it, nor the scholars either, 
when he asked them to explain. 

Ike took his place by the big box, with the book 
before him ; but as he looked up, preparatory to 
beginning, the whole audience broke into a roar of 
laughter, which the president's bell was hardly able 
to suppress. Ike was a little nervous as he arose, 
but managed to stammer that, as he couldn't read 
so well as some, he should pick out the shortest 
pieces, as a short horse was soonest curried. This 
raised another laugh among his admirers, and, after 
it subsided, he began : — 

Burglars in the House. 
Smith and Jones, down to Puddle Dock, were 
near neighbors, because they occupied the same 
house, and were the best friends in the world, and 
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SO were their wives. The clothes-lines never got 
crossed in the back yard, and the turns for sweep- 
ing down the stairs and front steps were never 
neglected. Their house was very plain and unpre- 
tending, — the last, one would think, to attract the 
attention of burglars. Mr. Smith was disturbed 
one night by the slamming of a blind, — a terrible 
trial to the nerves of a sensitive man. He lay for 
a time enduring it until his patience gave out, and 
then getting up from his bed, he thrust his feet 
into his slippers, and went down stairs to secure 
the blind. He found it somewhat difficult, as 
the hinge was rusty, and made considerable noise 
in doing it ; but he succeeded, after a while, and 
turned to retrace his steps. Mrs. Jones had been 
awakened by the noise Smith made in pushing up 
the window, and, arousing her husband, they both 
listened intently. The sounds continued, and at 
last Mr. Jones whispered, '^Burglars!'' He 
stepped cautiously across the room, and opened 
the door. He was no coward, and, not stopping to 
take his revolver with him, because he had none, 
he went silently down stairs towards the parlor, 
from whence the sounds proceeded. He reached 
the door ^ust as Smith, who had secured the blind, 
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was about returning to bed. Smith was rather a 
timid man, and as he dimly saw his neighbor 
standing in the doorway, a severe fright seized 
him, just as Jones, who fancied it was the burglar, 
seized Smith. There is no man so fierce and dan- 
gerous, when aroused, as a coward. He has no 
discretion, and pitches in blindly. So Smith, find- 
ing himself attacked, resisted. He seized his an- 
tagonist around the body, and, with a mutual grip, 
they waltzed around the room, overturning a table, 
and making a fearful racket, without saying a word. 
They fell on the floor, and rolled over and over, 
now Smith, now Jones, uppermost. The wives, 
overhead, hearing the noise, scared half to death, 
screamed ; and, each lighting a lamp, ran down 
stairs, revealing in an instant the real condition of 
things, which was ludicrous enough. Smith and 
Jones went to their respective beds, Jones vowing 
that if all the burglars within fifty miles should visit 
the house, he would let Smith fight them. He had 
proved himself a match for anything, and Smith was 
happy in having such testimony regarding his pluck. 

The applause that followed was a stimulant to 
further effort, and Ike turned over the leaves, eager 
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to begin again ; but the boys, though they were 
fully as eager to listen as he was to read, had so 
many comments to make on the story, that he had 
to wait some time for order to be restored. The 
idea of Smith and Jones rolling over the floor in 
the dark struck them so comically, that the bell 
had to be tinkled several times before silence was 
enforced. Presently Ike began again : — 

A Water Battery. 

A water battery is a shore defence, though not 
so very sure where big guns are brought to bear 
upon it. But the water battery of which I write 
was one of a different kind, that was manned by a 
woman. I was in Boston when the water was in- 
troduced, and everybody procured hose with which 
to lay the dust in front of their houses, water their 
plants, and wash their sidewalks. Mrs. Dasher, 
at whose house I was stopping, had one, but, 
being an economical person, she had measured 
merely the distance from her kitchen sink to the 
front window, leaving the purchase of a nozzle 
pipe to some other time. When she was ready to 
use it, she dragged the hose through two rooms to 
the window, and then tying it to a chair, with muz- 
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zle frowning upon the street, she went out to turn 
on the water. Just at that moment, Mr. Lavender, 
who boarded two doors above, came out, dressed 
in his best, with polished boots, and a brand-new 
silk hat on his head, looking the very pink of the 
fashion. He tripped along, and, just as he arrived 
opposite Mrs. Dasher's window, out came a stream 
of water, as big as his thumb, which struck his 
hat, and, as if it were a blow from a bludgeon, 
knocked it off his head and rolled it over and over 
into the street, the water following it and following 
Lavender, also, as he rushed to pick it up, sprink- 
ling his natty gray suit thoroughly. When Mrs. 
Dasher returned to the window, and saw the mis- 
chief she had done, she was much mortified. He 
was a gentleman, and didn't use any bad words, 
but looked ruefully at his hat, as he held it in his 
hand. 

" Madam," said he, " I am sorry to interrupt 
your amusement, and if you will hold on until I 
return home and get my rubber coat and umbrella, 
I shall be in better condition to serve as your tar- 
get, and will be your water-butt with pleasure." 

He went home to change his dripping clothes, 
but when he returned Mrs. Dasher's pipe was out. 
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She did not man the battery again until she had 
procured a brass nozzle, by which the water could 
be controlled, and she was always on the lookout 
for people going by when she discharged her gun. 
• • • ' • • 

This was received with applause and laughter. 
Ike really read very well, and, let me tell my young 
readers, that there is no more pleasing accomplish- 
ment, than to be able to read correctly, and intro- 
duce the appropriate gestures that aid materially 
in presenting an author's meaning. When quiet 
prevailed, he began again : — 

A Dark Transaction. 

Somebody has said that the darkest deed the 
world never saw, because it was so dark, was where 
a blind black man, in a coal-bin, at midnight, in a 
dark cellar, with an extinguished candle, was look- 
ing after a black cat. The deed I describe is not 
so intensely dark as that, but it is dark enough. 
Patrick Parray, the colored barber who shaved 
people in Rivertown many years ago, was a com- 
pound of spite and pride, and among his accom- 
plishments was a detestation of boys, who were 
very fond of annoying him. I confess, myself, to 
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many a trick put upon him, which he provoked by 
his ill temper, and every day he was after " dem 
boys " for what they did, or didn't. There was a 
spacious square in front of his shop, a favorite 
play-ground for ball, — " mounters " we called it, — 
and sometimes the ball would mount over the en- 
closure, and roll into the barber s premises, even 
ifito his front door, if it were open. He would, if 
this happened, throw the ball out with great indig- 
nation, and address remarks to us that we felt 
bound to resent. One time when the ball had 
thus intruded, he came out, flaming with wrath 
and fury. 

" Now look here," said he ; " dis fing has gone 
on just fur enough, and a good deal mo*, and I 
tell ye, — mind, I tell ye, — if dat ball comes into 
my shop ag'in, you'll neber git it, shu, mind dat 
now." 

He threw the ball, spitefully, as far as he could, 
and drew his head in like a turtle. We talked the 
matter over, and resolved what course to pursue. 
We would see, we said, whether he would dare 
confiscate our ball. Shortly after, as we were 
playing, over went the ball straight into his door. 
He had a customer in his chair, but, leaving his 
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work, he seized the oflFending ball and rushed to 
the door, razor in hand. 

*' You see dis," he yelled ; " well, you'll neber 
see him again," and, re-entering, tossed the ball 
into the stove. 

We gathered, as near as we dared around the 
door, waiting the result, while he kept on shaving. 
By and by there was heard a loud report, the stove 
tipped over on the floor, the brushes and soap 
tumbled down from the window, and the man, half 
shaved, rushed out, with the barber after him, 
frantic with terror. As soon as Parray saw us, he 
made for us, with uplifted razor, but we were not 
to be caught, and after he had exhausted himself 
with running and yelled himself hoarse, he walked 
back vowing vengeance. He gave up barber busi- 
ness, not long after, and went into the sheep steal- 
ing profession, which he found so prosperous that 
he never knew want another day. He was selected 
for a position in State employment, which kept him 
so close, that he was never again seen in public. 
A year or two afterwards, I called at his place of 
occupation, and saw him hammering stone. He 
was not allowed to speak to me, but he rolled up 
an old handkerchief into a ball and shook his head 
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at me, which showed that he remembered old 
times. 

• • • • • 

When the reading had ceased, and the tribute of 
approval had been paid, Captain Bob arose. 

" Mr. President," said he, " that is a true story, 
as I know, because I was one that helped play the 
trick. But it makes me feel bad to hear it read, 
because, though it was a funny incident, it was 
not a very creditable one, even for boys. I believe 
that poor black fellow became a sheep-stealer 
through our treatment of him, with that loaded 
ball, and I am sorry for the part I took in it, and I 
guess Joe was too. My lads, of course you can't 
help being funny, but you can help being wicked 
in your pranks, and that's all I want to say." 

• • • • • 

He had been turning over leaves as the captain 
was speaking, and then, pausing, he showed signs 
of wishing to read further. The president touched 
the bell, and all became attentive, when he com- 
menced : — 

The Night Attack. 

Sam Grover, a noted character about Rivertown 
many years ago, was a very clever fellow, but had 
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an awful habit of crooking his elbow. He had 
been a soldier in the war of 1812, and excused his 
disposition to drink by saying he had acquired it 
in the army. Those who knew him best, however, 
said this excuse was not sufficient, for all his army 
experience consisted in shovelling dirt for a week, 
to strengthen the fortifications in the harbor. But 
he stuck to it as closely as the habit stuck to him, 
and he was in a bad way nearly all the time. 

One winter night he was in Banks's store, as 
full as a tick, and after trying to talk with some 
good fellows there, who were in a fair way of be- 
coming as bad as he was, he lay down on a bundle 
of coffee bags, with his pipe in his mouth, and 
fell asleep, blowing like a sperm-whale. As the 
time came for closing the store, near eleven o'clock, 
the question was, what to do with Sam. Some 
one of the fellows there, inspired by a love of mis- 
chief, took his pipe, which had dropped out of his 
mouth, and begging a little gunpowder from 
Banks, filled the pipe partially, and then overlaid 
it with a top-dressing of damp tobacco. They 
waked the sleeper, and, putting his pipe between 
his teeth, told him it was time for him to go. He 
made no objection, but lighted his dudeen and 
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started, rolling and pitching like a ship in a chop 
sea. He had not gone far before he saw a man 
with a lantern, and, as there were no street lamps, 
quickened his steps to come up with him, desiring 
company. 

The one with the lantern was a bank-cashier, 
terribly afraid of robbers. He had nearly arrived 
at his house when he heard footsteps behind him, 
and started into a run. Sam, seeing this, began 
to run too, as a tipsy man, they say, can run better 
than he can walk. They both jogged on in this 
manner until the cashier reached his gate, when, 
stepping inside and securing it, he waited for the 
highwayman to come up. Sam recognized him, 
and deeming an explanation necessary, was taking 
his pipe from his mouth to make it, when off it 
went like a pistol, the cashier falling inside the 
gate, and shouting " murder," and Sam, on the 
outside, doing the same, each thinking he had been 
shot at by the other. 

Up came the windows, out came neighbors' 
heads, and a dozen voices shouted, "What's the 
matter ? " Neither waited to explain. The cashier 
darted into his house, and Sam, completely so- 
beredy dashed up street like a racer, fancying he 
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was being followed by his would-be murderer, and 
happy when he reached his own door. 

Next morning when the neighbors ventured out, 
all that they found upon the scene was the stem 
of an old Dutch pipe. It was a deep mystery to 
most of them as long as they lived. 

• • • • • 

This story caused immense sport, even the pres- 
ident joining with the rest, and Captain Bob fairly 
roared, saying to those around him, "I knowed 
Grover like a book." 

The evening was now nearly spent, when Ike 
asked if he should read any more. " Go on ! " 
" One more ! " " Give us another I " came from dif- 
ferent parts of the hall. Ike looked for approval 
at the president, who nodded to him in a confi- 
dential manner, saying, "Go ahead!" Then he 
assumed a dignified air and said, " The reader will 
proceed." Ike, thus encouraged, went on : — 

Animal Intelligence. 

There was a party which used to meet down at 

Gregory's, who were great story-tellers, and when 

they did get going they were like a row of bricks, 

set up by boys, that, when you push one down, all 
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the rest follow. One story came after another ; 
and such stories as they were I Gregory used to 
say that his store smelt of sulphur for a week after 
they were told ; and he was a very truthful maa 
One night the tide of conversation turned to the 
subject of "Animal Intelligence," and a few items 
may be well worth preserving. 

" There's that horse of Joe Chesman's," said one, 
"he is a very intelligent beast. Why, it is no un- 
common thing for him, when he hasn't oats 
enough, to go over to Deacon Knowl ton's barn, 
unhasp the door, take down a bag of oats, help 
himself out of it, and then, putting it back in its 
place, fasten the door and go home. Twas a long 
time before the deacon found out where his oats 
went Chesman has had to pay more than twenty 
dollars for oats that beast has stolen in that way." 

The company heard the story in solemn silence. 

" Well," said another, *' that really wasn't so re* 
markable as the story Tom Ricker told about the 
catamount. A sudden shower, he said, had sep- 
arated her from her kittens on the other side of a 
brook, which had become a river, and there she 
was on a dry branch, scratching and yowling, as if 
thinking how she could get across. She decided 
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in a moment and jumped, when, finding that she 
was falling into the water, she turned round and 
jumped back. Didn*t» she, Tom ? " addressing one 
of the party who was the imputed author of the 
story. 

Tom heard the appeal to him with astonishment. 

** Never told you any such improbable thing," 
said he; "I never should expect to be believed 
again if I did. 'T was about the fox I told you, 
that used to go round by night and knock the 
turkeys from the trees with a well-pole, and then 
put the pole back in its place again so exactly that 
he was never found out." 

" How did you know about it, then ?" cried half 
a dozen voices. 

" Oh, the fox told me," said Tom. 

• • • . • 

There was a great laugh at this, and Captain 
Bob, who reflected on it seriously a moment or 
two, arose. 

" My lads — Mr. President — you all know what 
my opinion about lying is, — and Clewline's is a 
big example of sich, — but what's the use of lying 
when the truth '11 answer jest as well ? Sometimes 
'tis hard, I know, to tell the difference between 
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'em, and there is where the real wickedness comes 
in. But when a man lies so far away from possi- 
bility that it hasn't a shaddejr of truth, then it has 
no harm in it beyond its ridiculousness. None of 
you, of course, believe these lies jest told, no more'n 
you would that about Sam Fuller's dog, who got 
run over by a roller, as he said, and was flattened 
out so that he could go sideways through the slats 
of the gate, and was fed for four months on soda 
crackers, his mouth was spread out so. Of course 
not ; so I guess these won't harm you." 

It had now got to be nine o'clock by their own 
timepiece, which the captain had to wind up and 
set on the night of meeting, and then the Sodality 
adjourned, after a complimentary vote to Ike, who, 
the mover said, had done first-rate. He felt quite 
elated with his success, and cocked his hat on one 
side of his head with a consequential air, trying to 
look dignified ; but as he passed Drown, who had 
made the motion which secured his honor, and was 
then tying his shoe, he could not help giving him 
a nudge which sent him forward on his nose. It 
passed, however, as an accident, and was forgiven. 
The decision was, as they separated, that they had 
had a boss evening. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE NEW SCHOOLMASTER. 

THE next evening for the meeting was damp 
and disagreeable, with the wind from the 
northeast, accompanied by a flurry of snow. When 
the first comers neared the hall, they saw that 
Captain Bob had got the lamps lighted, that the 
stove was in full blast, sending out a cloud of 
smoke and sparks, and he was heard, inside, sing- 
ing, like a jolly old tea-kettle, part of a sea-song. 
They stopped and listened before going in to inter- 
rupt it, for, though his voice was not musical, there 
was enough of it in volume to more than balance 
this, and, as be was evidently alone, he let himself 
out with perfect freedom, producing a melody that 
more than rivalled the voice of the winds that 
swept over the creek and played round the cran- 
nies of the old building. These were the words 
that came to them : — 
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" Far, far upon the sea, 

The good ship going free, 
Upon the deck we gather, young and old. 

And view the flapping sail 

Swelling out before the gale, 
Full and round, without a wrinkle or a fold.** 

" So you are having a good time all by yourself," 
said Whidden, who was always one of the first to 
come. 

" Yes," he replied, as he shook hands with them, 
*• I am something like the man who was forever 
talking to himself, and when asked why he did so, 
said that it was because he liked to converse with 
a man of sense. Them old songs are all the time 
running in my head, and they kind o' sing them- 
selves when Tm alone. That which I was singing 
is a grand thing, but it was never writ by a sailor." 

" How do you know ? " 

"Why, a sailor never would have spoke of a 
* flapping sail ' in a gale, with the canvas rounding 
out * without a wrinkle.' Sails may flap in a calm, 
when there's no wind to fill 'em ; but with every 
stitch drawing, there's no flap, unless the man at 
the wheel brings his craft up in the wind. I like 
the song because it is musical, as you heard me 
sing it, and for the sentiment of it" 
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Then the captain broke out again : — 

" Or watch the waves that glide 
By the vessePs stately side, 

Or the wild sea-birds that follow through the air, 
Or gather in a ring, 
And with cheerful voices sing, 

Oh, gayly goes the ship when the wind blows fair." 

He had commenced another verse, beginning 
with, ** Far, far upon the sea," when he was inter- 
rupted by more arrivals, and then, promising to 
sing all the song for them at another time, he sub- 
sided. 

" There she blows ! " said Drown, as a gust shook 
the building. 

"That's what the Nantucket sailors say when 
they are after a whale," said the captain. "Of 
course none of you ever went a-whaling." 

" No," said Ike, " but some of us have been 
whaled." 

" I dare say you deserved it, you rogue," replied 
the captain. 

" Well, now," said the president, taking his seat, 
" we will come to order, and see what the book 
has to say." 

He tinkled the bell, and all took their places. 

"I shall appoint Burgin as the reader. He 
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keeps the book, and perhaps knows just where to 
turn for something good." 

Burgin, thus appointed, took his station. 

" You spoke just now of whaling and being 
whaled," said he, " and there is a story here," 
turning over the leaves, " which has a little about 
both in it. I will read it" 

Then he began : — 

The New Schoolmaster. 
The school at Rocky Valley had a hard name, 
and the scholars were not ashamed to admit that 
they deserved it. It was composed of boys old 
enough to do better, successors of boys fully as 
bad as themselves, and made their boast that, as 
no teacher in the past had been able to control 
them, no one should do so in the future, and 
therefore no teacher ever succeeded in training 
them to obedience. Here was the point of all the 
trouble : They were bright boys, and not opposed 
to learning, but they wished to have their own way 
in everything, and were determined they would not 
let any one master them. The moment anything 
like discipline was attempted, it was at once an 
excuse for disorder, and the teacher was powerless 
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to overcome it. They defied him, parental counsel, 
and their school-committee. No teacher could 
remain with any feeling of self-respect, and every 
change was a triumph for the boys. Parents saw 
that their sons were far behind those in other 
schools, and complained to the committee, who 
did not know what to do. There was an advertise- 
ment almost all the time in the paper for a new 
teacher, and college graduates, and others who had 
fitted themselves for teaching, would apply ; but a 
very few weeks' trial served to convince them that 
the Rocky Valley school was not a very desirable 
field for them. Thus things continued to the close 
of one summer vacation, and the school was closed. 
One leader, as it had probably been in the past, 
was the cause of all this difficulty, and but for Bill 
Brandon, the present dictator, the school would 
have done well enough. He planned and promoted 
all the trouble^ and was a sort of rebellious bell- 
wether, who led the whole flock over the wall of 
propriety. Where he led, the rest followed, from 
no particular wish to do so. They had done it so 
constantly that it had grown into a habit. Bran- 
don was a tyrant over the boys as well as over the 
teacher, and many of them felt galled by it 
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As the vacation drew near its close, a notice 
was placed on the school-house door that the 
school would begin at the customary time, and that 
a new teacher would be installed. His name was 
Judson. He had passed a fine examination, had 
come highly recommended, and, though young and 
apparently not very muscular, exhibited a spirit 
that won the committee's confidence. He was told 
the character of the school, and when asked what 
he would do in case of an insurrection, he simply 
said, " Suppress it." 

** Do this and you're our man," said the chairman. 

He simply smiled, as though the matter were 
not one for serious consideration, but there seemed 
to be a good deal in that smile, like the alligator's 
when he contemplates a square meal. 

Brandon was round among the boys with his 
incendiary talk, and it was understood by them 
that the new teacher must be put down. On the 
morning for opening the school, the boys were 
seen moving towards the school-house, busy with 
thoughts and plans regarding the coming cam- 
paign. 

" I wonder how big he is," said one ; " I hope he 
isn't one of them savage fellows." 
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" I don't care how big he is nor how savage he 
is," said Brandon, "if he don't walk out in less 
than a week, FU miss my guess." 

" Well, I don't know how we are ever going to 
learn anything without a teacher," said the least 
boy of the number. 

"You shut up," said Brandon, "I won't hear 
anything like that again." 

The boy was silent, and they all walked on, still 
talking of the new schoolmaster, not noticing a 
slim, pale-looking stranger, about twenty years old, 
who was walking in the same direction as them- 
selves. As they entered the school-house, he 
entered with them, much to their surprise. 

"Good morning, my lads," said he pleasantly, 
" we are to begin a career together to-day, and I 
sincerely hope we shall like each other. I shall 
try, every way in my power, that is consistent with 
duty, to please you, and I shall expect you to do 
the same by me. I wish you to regard me, at this 
commencement, as your friend. With a like 
mutual feeling we shall find no trouble about 
agreeing." 

"That's all bosh," whispered Brandon, who saw 
that the teacher's speech was making an impres- 
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sion ; " he*s got a cowhide rolled up there in his 
pocket." 

They all went into the school-house, and the new 
master took his place as they ttimbled into their 
seats, each one striving for the best, the stronger 
ones crowding out the weaker, and making much 
confusion. The teacher noted all this, but let 
them have their own way for the time, and after 
taking their names, and going through with a few 
preliminaries, he adjourned the school till the next 
day, when they would begin their work. 

" You seem to be lively lads," he said, " and I 
shall expect you to be as lively about your studies. 
I mean to make this a model school, both for 
scholarship and behavior." 

"That's all in your eye," said Brandon when 
they were outside, " he's a tyrant, I can see by the 
way he speaks. Do you s'pose such a whipper- 
snapper as he, is going to lord it over us, as big as 
he is ? Not much, or I miss my guess." 

" Did you see how he twigged us as we were tak- 
ing our seats ? " said another. 

" Yes," replied Brandon, " and no one shall look 
at me in that way, you bet." 

It was, therefore, the conclusion of the group of 
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which Brandon was leader, that he must be ** put 
down/' and that this could be done was a very 
easy thing. The teacher was also discussed by all 
the rest, but the decisions were not of so positive a 
character, as those arrived at by the Brandon 
party. Most of them decided, however, to wait 
until he got settled in his place, and should com- 
mit some act to provoke opposition, before they 
began to put him down as the others had been ; 
but Brandon determined in his own mind to push 
things. 

Next morning they came together, and there 
was a pretence of order as they took their places. 
Classes were formed, rules proclaimed, and such 
arrangements made as attend the beginning of 
a new school, and the teacher was prepared to 
think that the reports made to him of the bad 
character of the school had been too strongly 
stated, when, glancing down between a lane of 
boys, he detected an improper gesture from Bran- 
don, and saw it repeated, although he knew that 
the bo/s eyes were fixed on his own. It was a 
breach of decorum that could not be overlooked. 

"Brandon, come here," he said in a mild, but 
firm voice. 
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The leader looked round upon his supporters, 
and, with a fierce and insulting show of defiance, 
walked to the teacher's desk. 

"I expect strict obedience in my school, my 
young firiend," said the teacher, "and I have a 
right to expect your aid, as you are the largest 
boy in school, in securing it." 

*'I don't care what you expect," growled Bran- 
don, " and I should like to see you try to make me 
aid you." 

The boys were still as death. The teacher's 
face whitened and he bit his lips, but he showed 
no other «igns of excitement, unless his eye re- 
vealed a spirit of strong resolution. 

" Will you return to your seat and behave your- 
self," he said, " and thus save me the trouble of 
enforcing your compliance ? " 

" No, I won't," was the reply. 

'* Then," said the teacher, *' I must punish you 
for your disobedience." 

He reached to his desk as he spoke and took up 
his ruler.; then, turning to the rebel, he told him 
to hold out his hand. Brandon, with a ^urly and 
defiant look, thrust his hands into his pockets, at 
the same time glancing round the school for en- 
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couragement, though he evidently felt himself 
strong enough to put down the master. 

** Hold out your hand, sir," the teacher repeated 
in a more energetic tone. 

" I shan't," shouted Brandon. 

A sharp rap of the ruler upon the pocketed 
knuckles was heard all around the room, when the 
rebel suddenly withdrew his hand, and gave the 
teacher a blow upon his cheek. He then " pitched 
in," and in a moment the school was in confusion. 
The bolder scholars got up on the benches to ena- 
ble them better to see the row, while the timid 
ones sat still and trembled. 

The master, thus assaulted, did not hesitate for 
a moment. His frame, though slight, seemed to 
grow, as he threw his ruler away, and grappled 
with Brandon, who was heavier than he. His 
muscles seemed formed of iron, and were supple 
as whip-cords, revealing in every motion a science 
which his assailant could not boast. They swayed 
this way and that, back and forth, hither and 
thither, straining and striving, pulling and jerking, 
the result, to the lookers-on, seeming doubtful ; but 
science prevailed, and, bringing the rebel to his 
knees, the master, by an adroit turn, rolled him 
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over on his back, like a green turtle ready for the 
knife. Still resisting furiously, the master threw 
himself upon him, and, using his fists, punished 
him severely. 

"Jim Hill, Spinney, Brackett, come on," he 
cried, as he felt the blows. 

They, however, thought it was wiser to keep 
out of the scrape. They saw that they had found 
a conqueror as well as master. They had pre- 
sumed that their leader was capable of fighting the 
battle alone, and had delayed assistance too long. 
No one moved to help him, and when he found 
that he was deserted, he roared out lustily for 
quarter. 

" I will let you up on condition that you behave 
yourself henceforth," said the teacher, not blown 
at all. 

" I will, sir," said the prostrate bruiser, very 
quietly. 

He was then allowed to get up ; but his manner 
was cowed, and, as he returned to his seat, he 
seemed to be wondering where the lightning came 
from that had struck him. His influence, from 
that moment, as a leader, was lost ; and as the 
teacher stood before the school, calin ai^d collected 
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as if he had been merely setting them a copy, 
instead of giving them a forcible example, they 
settled back into their seats, by the action ex- 
pressing the conviction that they had at last found 
their master. 

"Well, boys," said he, "if there is any other 
here disposed to disobey me, I should like to have 
the matter arranged now, as this school must go 
on peacefully. Those disposed to be obedient, and 
who will pledge themselves to obedience, please 
rise." 

Every one stood upon his feet 

"Now, Brandon," said he, "I must finish this 
matter between you and me. You seem sore in 
body and spirit, and you may either go home or 
stay. If you think you have been wronged, go to 
those whom you think may right you." 

No one moved or said a word, and his victory 
was complete. The next day, Brandon's mother 
came to abuse the teacher for flogging her boy, but 
the teacher simply referred her to the school com- 
mittee, and politely bowed her out. The com- 
mittee investigated the case, and said the teacher 
had served him right, and the local justice, to 
whom she made complaint, when he heard the 
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decision of the committee, refused to meddle with 
the matter; and in a week's time Brandon came 
back, requesting to be admitted again, promising 
to behave well himself, and do all he could to se- 
cure good order in the school. He was evidently 
cured, and grew to be the best scholar in the 
school, graduated with honor, became a merchant 
afterwards, in a distant city, and every year, when 
he visited Rocky Valley, would visit the school, 
and tell the scholars the valuable lesson he received 
from the new schoolmaster. 

• . • • • 

The boys had listened patiently, without inter- 
ruption of the reader, but occasionally whispered 
together as some exciting part of the story pro- 
voked comment, and applauded the reader heartily 
when he finished. The president said they might 
be "at ease," and then the voices broke out, as 
boys' voices will, after restraint. 

" A capital story," said one, " and Burgin done 
well." 

" Where did you learn grammar ? " cried Drown. 

" No matter about the grammar," said the first 
speaker, somewhat mortified at the question ; " he 
was first-rate, anyhow." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE NEW SCHOOLMASTER. II3 

''I wish I had been one of the scholars/' said 
Holmes. 

"Why? "was asked. 

" Oh, I'd like to have seen the fan, and I wouldn't 
have stood by and seen Brandon licked as them 
fellows did." 

"Didn't he deserve it P** 

" Perhaps he did, but it was mean in them to 
desert him." 

" Well, they saw that he was wrong " said Dur- 
gin; "and besides, they had got sick of his dom- 
ineering." 

" I don't care, I'd ha' stuck to him then, if I 
had dropped him afterwards." 

"He was bigger than the teacher," said Beck, 
" and they thought he could take care of himself." 

"And he made no complaint afterwards about 
their desertion," said Walters. 

"He got just what he deserved," said Fair- 
banks; "and you'd have shared it with him, 
Holmes, if you had been there. He was enough 
for both of you." 

" Guess not," replied Holmes, who was very pu- 
gilistic, with his tongue; "I'd like to see any 
teacher lord it over me.** 
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" That's what Brandon said," Ike put in ; " and 
I've seen the time when Master Weeks*s ferule 
made you curl up like a cabbage touched with 
frost, and howl like a sick dog." 

Holmes was getting angry, and was just ready 
to make an ugly reply, when the bell sounded, and 
all was still again. The president was about to 
declare the Sodality adjourned, when Captain Bob 
arose. 

"Avast a bit, Mr. President, if you please, and 
shipmates. The next meeting of the Sidolatry is 
on the anniversary of my marriage day, and 
mother wishes to do something to make the time 
pass more pleasantly, and so she asked me to ask 
you, all of you, if you would visit the Davitt man- 
sion at nine o'clock sharp, when she will further 
explain matters satisfactorily to all concerned." 

" You have heard what the captain said," Che 
president submitted ; "what will you do about it?" 

" Go," said a half dozen voices. 

" As many as say * Go,* say so." 

" Go," was answered, unanimously, with a shout 
that shook the roof, while the captain stood smiling 
as brightly as the brass warming-pan cover, which 
hung on the nail by his side. 
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" The ' goes ' have it," said the president ; " the 
meeting is dissolved." 

A mysterious gathering of the boys, shortly after, 
was held upon the corner, discussing some important 
question which seemed to give great delight, for 
frequent laughter mingled with the more serious 
talk ; but everything was spoken in a whisper, de- 
noting great secrecy, the only thing that could 
have been heard by any eavesdropper being " Cap- 
tain Bob," which showed that he was the subject 
of the discussion. They separated in high glee, as 
if they had decided upon the most pleasant matter 
in the world. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A THANKSGIVING TIME. 

CAPTAIN BOB was accustomed to call this 
his Thanksgiving Day, and Mrs. Davitt was 
making her preparations for the coming festivities. 
She was up to her eyes, so to speak, with flour, 
when there came a heavy knock at her door. It 
was an unusual sort of a knock, and evidently 
meant business. The " Davitt Mansion," as Cap- 
tain Bob affectionately termed it, was not often 
treated in this way, as the Davitts had but few 
visitors, mostly neighbors, who usually came right 
in without knocking, and who this heavy-handed 
visitor could be, so early in the morning, was a 
great wonder to Mrs. Davitt. She wiped her 
hands carefully, adjusted her head-dress, and went 
to the door, after the knocking had been repeated. 
There she found, to her surprise, a boy holding by 
its legs, a large, plump-looking turkey. 

"Captain Bob Davitt live here?" he inquired 
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*'Yes." 

" Well, here's a turkey for him." 

"A turkey ? " with great wonder. 

" Yes, 'm, and he's a rouser. I shouldn't like to 
carry him ten miles." 

" But I am expecting no turkey, and this can't 
belong here. Who sent it ? " 

'* Why, Clark, at Rivertown, and he told me to 
leave it at Captain Bob Davitt's. There's Clark's 
card on it." He held it up before her, and there 
upon the card, plainly written, was the address: 
" Captain Bob Davitt, from Clark and Co." 

"Did Captain Davitt buy it.?" she asked. 

" No, 'm, and I was told to say, if I was asked, 
that the one who bought it was a tall man 'with 
big whiskers." 

As there could be no further doubt about it, she 
took the bird in to await the captain's return, who 
had gone to the mill. 

" Well, this is curious," she said to herself, ** and 
just in time too, for our Thanksgiving. I wonder 
who could have sent it." 

She hung the turkey up in her little pantry, and 
commenced her work again, when there came 
another loud summons to the door. 
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" Gracious goodness ! '* said she, " I wonder what 
is coming next ? " 

Again wiping her hands, she went to the door, 
and there stood two boys, one bearing a box of 
raisins, the other a basket full of small bundles, 
which they were prepared to deliver. 

" These 'ere things are for Captain Davitt," said 
one. 

" Are you sure of that ? " she asked. 

" Of course I am. There's his 'dress in black 
and white." 

There was the address, surely enough, with 
Leighton's card on the box, as plain as a pikestaff. 

" Who sent them ? " she inquired. 

" I d' know. A stranger." 

** A tall man, with big whiskers .^" she asked. 

" I guess so. Come, Tom, take the basket and 
we'll trot." 

She handed them the basket, having deposited 
the several articles, and they went away whistling, 
Tom having the basket on his head like a helmet. 

"Well, if ever!" she said to herself, as she 
looked over the pile. ** Raisins, sugar, coffee, 
apples, eggs, squash! Dear me, if I only knew 
who sent them !" 
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She looked at the address again. It was all 
right, and she was very severely perplexed, so 
much so that she came nigh putting the rolling- 
pin into the stove, and taking a stick of wood to 
roll out her pie-crust with. Cooling down some- 
what she again commenced operations, when there 
came another loud knock at the door. She fairly 
jumped at the sound, saying : *' What now ? " Has- 
tening to the door, she found a man there with a 
big jug on his shoulder, which he placed on the 
step. 

" This is for Captain Bob Davitt," said he, " from 
Moses." 

" Are you very sure ? " 

"There's his keerd, ma'am. No mistake about 
it. ril leave the jug till after your Thanksgiving, — 
and it's a queer time for Thanksgiving in mid- 
winter. All right, ma'am, you may depend, and I 
hope you'll find the contents equally so. Let me 
put it inside the house for you." 

" Is it a present from Mr. Moses ? " she managed 
to ask. 

" No, ma'am. He only sold it to a stranger who 
told him to send it here." 

He had nothing more to say, but went oflF, leav- 
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ing her to her fancies regarding the tall man with 
big whiskers, whom she could not name for the life 
of her. It was to him, however, undoubtedly that 
she was indebted for the timely benefaction, and 
the tall man became an obelisk in her regard. She 
uncorked the jug and sniffed the contents : unmis- 
takably, new cider. Then she went for a cup, and, 
pouring out a little, tasted it, and a little more. It 
was excellent. She hesitated awhile about com- 
mencing her work, lest she should again be inter- 
rupted, but no one else came, and she returned to 
her dough, longing for the captain's return to share 
the mystery with him. She heard him, very soon, 
wiping his feet upon the mat, and then resolved 
that she would wait a little before she told him. 

" Well, mother," he said, as he came in, " now I 
am ready to go down town, and get such things as 
you may need for our Thanksgiving. How large a 
turkey do you want ? " 

" Well, I guess we will not buy a turkey," she 
replied. 

** Not buy a turkey 1 " he cried with amazement. 
"What would our Thanksgiving be without a 
turkey, any more than the state's? Why, if I 
couldn't buy one I would do as George Walden 
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did, get a pig's haslet and call it turkey. Of 
course we'll have a turkey." 
" Well, just as you please." 

" Then you will need some other things — some 
coffee, say, or some new cider, as you know we are 
to have company, and must have a little something 
extra for the occasion." 

" Well, then, do as you please. Take the large 
pail from the pantry to get your cider in." 

The captain went as bidden, but opening the door» 
gave a prolonged whistle, as if he had made a discov- ' 
ery, and shouted, "What does this mean, mother?" 

She joined him in the pantry, and then told him 
of her visitors, sent with all these things by a tall 
man with big whiskers ; and the simple-hearted 
captain was as much perplexed as she was. 

" Suppose he was an angel ! " said she. 

" I don't hardly think he was," replied he, " for I 
never heard of a tall angel with big whiskers ; yet 
it may be possible, for there are many things that 
we don't know yet. At any rate he is a very good 
spirit, and we will drink his health in a draught of 
his own cider." 

This they did to their mutual satisfaction. They 
then talked over the matter, coming to no conclu- 
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sion except that the tall man with the big whiskers 
was a good fellow, determined that they should 
have a good time ; and they enjoyed a preliminary 
thanksgiving on account of it 

• • • • • 

The boys came early to their meeting next even- 
ing, and were as jolly as could well be, and pre- 
pared to partake of Captain Bob's thanksgiving 
entertainment. They all congratulated the captain 
on the pleasant event, and though they thought it 
strange that he should call it a Thanksgiving day, 
he had a perfect right to, and doubtless felt an 
extra cause for thankfulness for the blessing of a 
good wife, beyond all the other blessings named in 
a governor's proclamation, and therefore made a 
day of thanksgiving by itself to suit the occasion. 
They knew they would have a good time, and man- 
ifested some impatience at the delay which they 
had to endure. 

"Well," said the president, "as this don't prom-, 
ise to be a very important session, we will put 
things through the best we can ; and as Captain 
Bob seems to be the brightest of the crowd, we 
will dispense with reading from the book, and ask 
him to tell us a story." 
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** Agreed," was the general cry. 

** Wait a bit till I call the meeting to order, so 
that the secretary's record may be right, and then 
we will proceed." 

This was done ; and Captain Bob was formally 
asked to officiate as the evening's entertainer. The 
captain was by the stove, punching a billet of wood 
with an old marlinspike to make it burn, and when 
he heard his name pronounced his face glowed 
brighter than the fire. He waited for the formal 
invitation before he spoke. 

"All right, lads," he said. "Perhaps I shan't 
get off as good a yarn as old Joe has writ in the 
book, but you must make all allowances, and per- 
haps we shall get along very well. As this is 
a Thanksgiving night, I will tell you a story of a 
thing which happened in Rivertown on a state 
Thanksgiving many years ago, and there are some 
living there now who know it as well as I do." 

Captain Bob's Story. 

** You see, old Parson Pickernel's son Bill was a 

very wild sort of a boy, and his father had licked 

him so many times for his mischievous actions that 

his skin was as tough as an alligator's. He got so 
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at last that he didn't mind a flogging a bit, and his 
father had nothing else to depend upon to keep him 
straight. He was a generous-hearted, good fellow, 
too, was Bill, in spite of his roughness. He would 
never see a small boy picked upon by a larger one, 
and would give all he had to oblige a friend. 
Though he natVally belonged to the upper crust of 
society, he chose for his associates the ones that 
were of a lower class, as some called it, though 
they were smart, active boys, and would compare 
with the others for goodness any day. Depend 
upon it, my lads, the real goodness in a boy or 
man doesn't depend upon the quality of his jacket, 
nor whether he wears shoes and stockings in sum- 
mer; and so Bill chose for his mates boys who 
were not afraid to leap a brook, or tumble into it 
for that matter, or hook Ham's pears, or steal a 
ride on a horse in a five-acre lot — and none the 
worse for him, I say. 

" Well, that's the sort of chap Bill was, and for 
what was thought his low tastes, as much as his 
wickedness, his father welted him. At last, though 
they didn't hurt him much, the floggings grew 
monotonous. There was too much sameness in 
themi Bill thought, and be was often tempted to 
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run away and go to sea ; but he loved his mother 
and sister very dearly, who many times tried to 
save him from his father's discipline, which seemed 
too often something like that of the man at Lam- 
prey River, who, when asked why he flogged his 
wife, said he did it to make her know there was a 
God in Israel." 

The boys laughed at this, and the captain joined 
with them. 

" Bill grew dull and discontented at home, and 
was only really happy when he was out playing 
with the boys, or was engaged in some mischief 
for which he was sure to be 'disciplined.' His 
last prank which called for treatment was when, 
catching one of his father's white pigs, that had 
broken out of the pen, he painted with a marking- 
brush black spots all over the animal, and then 
turned it loose in the yard before his father's win- 
dow. The old gentleman, seeing, as he supposed, 
this strange pig on his lawn, ordered a man who 
worked for him to take it to the pound ; and he 
had to pay a dollar to get it back. This was the 
day before Thanksgiving, and poor Bill had to take 
it, as you may suppose." 

The boys laughed heartily at this. 
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" It was a custom then at Rivertown for poor 
people to go around, the day and night before, to 
the houses of those better off, and beg something 
for Thanksgiving; and extra food was provided 
and cooked up to meet this demand. About nine 
o'clock in the evening the Pickernel door-bell rang, 
and Mr. Pickernel himself answered the summons. 
There was a poor woman at the door, looking, by 
the light which he held in his hand, very destitute, 
with a faded calico dress on and a thin shawl, and 
over all a worn-out ' calash * bonnet, /looking like 
an old-fashioned chaise-top, which completely hid 
her features. 

" * Please give me something for Thanksgiving,* 
she said, in a very feeble voice. 

" * Mary,' he cried to his daughter, 'here is a case 
for your benevolence.' 

"She was within hearing, and came in an in- 
stant, having had several other calls of the same 
nature during the day and evening. 

" • Are you very needy, my good woman ? * she 
asked. 

"'Yes, indeed,' was the reply, 'and I am not 
used to ask for charity; but my husband has 
broken his leg, and I have five children who have 
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not half food enough. Do, my dear young lady, 
help me as liberally as you can, and may the good 
angels bless you.' 

"Mary's heart was touched, and telling the 
woman to wait, she went in and reported the 
case to her mother, proceeding to fill a basket 
with good things, bearing which she returned to 
the door. 

" * There,' said she, * putting the basket in the 
woman's hands, * is food enough to last your chil- 
dren for several days; and when it is all gone, 
bring back the basket, and you shall have some 
more.' 

"The woman received it with thanks, and, step- 
ping nearer, reached out her hand as if she wished 
to shake that of her benefactress, when she made 
a grab at a handsome apron which the young lady 
wore, tore it from its fastening, and darted away 
like a racer. The owner of the apron screamed, 
and when her father rushed out of his study to 
learn the cause of the alarm, it was a minute before 
she could tell him, she was so agitated, and the 
woman was too far away to be caught. It was a 
very base return for such kindness — don't you 
think so, my lads ? " 
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The boys signified their decided opinion regard- 
ing the matter by shouting, " That's so ! " when the 
Captain proceeded. 

" After that last dose of discipline Bill gave no 
more occasion for repeating it, because he disap- 
peared altogether, and no one knew where he went. 
It was supposed, however, that he went away in a 
schooner which lay in the stream all ready to sail, 
as a boat was seen to put off to her from River- 
town late in the evening, and his mother and 
sister were very sad at his loss. His father, also, 
doubtless felt badly, but he was a cool man and 
kept his feelings more to himself. He felt sat- 
isfied, however, that he had not been the cause of 
his son's going away, but laid it all to the wicked- 
ness of the boy's tarnal nature." 

" Carnal," said a voice. 

** Well, carnal, then," replied the captain, good- 
naturedly; "but I guess they both mean pretty 
much the same thing." 

He then, after a short pause, went on : 

"It soon began to be hard sledding with the 
Pickernels. The old man's strength gave out, 
perhaps because Bill was not there for him to ex- 
ercise it upon ; he had to give up preaching, and 
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there was nothing else that he could do. He had 
laid up but little to fall back on, and there was no 
fund then provided for the support of worn-out 
preachers, so he had a pretty hard time of it. 
There were some people ready and willing to help 
him ; but relief is only charity by another name, 
and where it has to be kept up it grows mighty 
uncertain. Yhe ones who were most willing to 
help him were not able to do so, and soon a dollar 
in the Pickernel house was as large as a cart-wheel, 
as one might say. He did not know where to 
turn, and, grown low-spirited, the old man became 
a mere wreck in body and mind. The house had 
to be abandoned for smaller quarters, and Mary 
was compelled to go out to work in order to main- 
tain her parents. 

'* Ten years had passed since Bill went away, 
during which time they had not heard a word from 
him, and they had given him up as dead, or worse 
than that, when there came round what seemed to 
promise them a very cheerless Thanksgiving. 
With scant money and crushed hopes, the day 
before arrived, and they looked forward to the 
morrow, when everybody would be enjoying them- 
selves with thankful hearts, with a feeling of gloom 
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and half-distrust of Providence. Right in the 
midst of this, and when they felt the worst, a 
knock was heard at their door. Going to see who 
it might be, there was a boy from the market with 
a splendid turkey, which he said had been sent by 
a tall man with big whiskers." 

The boys looked surprised, and nodded and 
winked slyly at one another. 

" Soon," said the captain, " there came another 
knock, and then two boys came bringing a box of 
raisins in, and lots of needed things for Thanks- 
giving. These things, they said, had been sent by 
a tall man with big whiskers [great sensation 
among the boys]. Then there came another 
knock, and this time there was a man with a huge 
jug of new cider, sent by a tall man with big whis- 
kers. [The boys laughed]. And the Pickernels 
fancied that some good angel, — tall, and with big 
whiskers, — had come out of Paradise on purpose 
to help them. Their thankfulness was on the 
flood now, if it had ebbed before, and they longed 
to know their benefactor. But, though not guess- 
ing who it could be, they blessed him with grateful 
hearts. 

**They had not enjoyed such a bountiful season 
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since the days of their prosperity, and Mr. Picker- 
nel in his prayer, prayed for the unknown friend, 
and by strange chance, for his lost son, while the 
tears ran down his withered and scuppered cheeks. 
All were affected, but cheerful. In the evening 
they were sitting thankfully around their humble 
fire, just as they were thinking of retiring for the 
night, when there came a gentle rap at the door. 
Mary s thoughts had been far away from the scene, 
and had assumed many shapes, — on ocean and on 
land, — with but one object running through them 
all : her lost brother. As the rap sounded, she 
started to her feet with a half cry, and taking the 
lamp from the table, rushed to the door. Holding 
the light out she saw, a step away, the form of a 
woman in a faded calico dress, a thin shawl, and a 
* calash ' bonnet on her head, which o mcealed her 
face, who said in a low tone : — 

" * Please give me something for Thanksgiving.' 
" Mary could at first make no reply, but leaned 
pantingly against the door-post, scarcely able to 
hold the lamp in her hand. She came near drop- 
ping it in her agitation. 

" * William ! * was all she could say, and the fig- 
ure came bounding in, catching her in its arms, 
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and kissing her a hundred times. And Mary 
was willing and returned the kisses, feeling, as 
she did so, an immense pair of whiskers against 
her cheek. 

"The old folks, finding that she was staying 
longer than they deemed necessary, came out to 
find her in the strange, and rather unwholesome- 
looking woman's arms, when Mary turned to them 
and said : — 

" * Father — mother, — this is the one who stole 
my apron.' 

" * And here is the stolen property,* said a deep, 
manly voice, and, removing the bonnet, instead of 
the woman there stood before them a tall man 
with big whiskers, who addressed the old people 
as * father ' and * mother,* holding the stolen apron 
in his hand. 

To say there was joy and thanksgiving in that 
house would be putting it rather weak. The boy 
who had disappeared at fifteen had returned the 
man of twenty-five, and the whole night was spent 
in conversation, forgetting grief of the past in the 
joy of the present. The thousand things that had 
happened to Bill and his home kept them busy 
talking till daylight 
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***A poor home this to welcome you to/ said 
his mother. 

•*' Never mind, mother/ replied Bill, *we will 
better it by and by. But now go to bed, and I will 
go round to the old Franklin House, where I have 
been waiting two of the longest days of my life for 
Thanksgiving to come. I won't run away without 
coming to see you, depend upon it' 

** He had been fortunate in everything he had 
undertaken, and had returned with what in those 
days wa3 considered quite a fortune. He was de- 
lighted in restoring his parents and sister to the 
place in society they had previously occupied, with 
the ability to cut those who had deserted them in 
their poverty, if they chose to do so ; and he be- 
came a ship-owner, dying just as he had increased 
his wealth to one hundred thousand dollars, which 
amount corresponds with the millions of to-day. 
He left, I believe, a family, and has one of the 
handsomest monuments in the New South Bury- 
ing Ground/' 

. • • . • 

The shout that greeted Captain Bob as he closed 
his yarn, showed how well the story had been 
appreciated, and during the confusion, the presi- 
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dent adjourned the meeting without putting the 
question. 

• • • • • 

It was now on the stroke of nine by the Sodality 
clock, and when the captain had seen to the safety 
of the fire and put out the lights, he led the way to 
the " Davitt mansion," where Mrs. Davitt had pre- 
pared a splendid light supper for them, flanked on 
either side, by a pot of fragrant coff*ee and a pitcher 
of sweet cider, which latter, as Captain Bob re- 
marked, seemed "just from the cow," it was so 
mild. They partook of the good things as if appe- 
tite had been sharpened by the interest of the 
story, praising, as they had done before, Mrs. Dav- 
itt's cooking, at which she was much pleased. 
Before departing. President Whidden proposed a 
toast which he had been thinking over : 

" The Davitts — May their blocks never be 
chocked, but sdways play as free as they have to- 
night." 

Then the captain arose and thanked them heart- 
ily for their kindness, ending with a toast. Closing 
his right eye and looking very knowingly, he 
spoke : — 

" Here's to the tall man with big whiskers, who 
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does things on the sly, and never gets found out 
Oh no!" 

The boys laughed and bid the Davitts good- 
night, stopping in front of the door to give three 
cheers, when they separated for home, to sleep if 
they could. 
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CHAPTER X. 

AN OLD-TIME SNOWSTORM. 

HOW it did blow and snow on the evening of 
the next meeting I But the boys were on 
hand with unabated interest. Had it been any 
other society than their own, they would have 
found excuses enough for not attending. But it was 
theirs, and they felt a pride in keeping it up. None 
but the sick were ever absent. Captain Bob had 
made the fire and lit the lamps, arid as the first 
comers neared the " hall " they heard the captain's 
voice, rising over the roar of the storm, singing : 

" The north-east wind did briskly blow, 
The ship was safely moored ; 
Young Bryan thought the boat*s crew slow. 
And so leapt overboard." 

" Them was the nor'east trades," they heard him 
say to himself as they entered the door below; 
" guess young Bryan wouldn't have jumped over- 
board on such a night as this, here. Hallo, ship- 
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mets/' said he, as he saw them coming up the stairs. 
*' I was a-regaling myself with a West India ballad. 
How it blows and snows, don't it ? Well, we are 
all snug here, and if it is cold outside, we'll make 
it warm within." 

" What were you singing, Captain ? " asked the 
president. 

" Oh, an old ballad of the tropics, where a young 
fellow was so greedy to see a pretty Indian girl, 
that he couldn't wait for the boat to take him 
ashore, and so jumped overboard to swim it, when 
a shark took a fancy to him, and killed him, while 
bis gal was standing ready to receive him. Shall 
I sing it to you ? *' 

" No, thank you, not to-night, because the secre- 
tary has got his pockets full of paper, which he 
says is a story he has written ; and it will take up 
all the evening. Some other time, if you please." 

" Well, just say the word when." 

The members had all arrived and gathered about 
the stove, the melting snow from their boots mak- 
ing a pool of water on the floor. They had lots to 
say about their entertainment by Mrs. Davitt and 
the captain. 

" All right, my lads," said the captain ; " but did 
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any of you see, as you came along, anything of a 
tall man, with big whiskers, that nobody don't 
know?" 

He laughed boisterously at this, and the boys 
all joined ; but in the midst of the mirth the pres- 
ident's bell dispersed them to their seats. 

** Now," said he, " we will come to order, and 
hear what the secretary has for us. I appoint him 
the reader." 

The secretary arose, rubbed his glasses, he being 
near-sighted — and the glasses looked classical. 
Then he began to unload his pockets of piles of 
paper, written all over, which he laid on the pres- 
ident's table, and clearing his throat with a loud 
" Hem ! " he commenced. 

The Secretary's Story. 
I suppose most of you have recalled, through 
fancy, while riding over our hard and smooth roads, 
the difficulties our fathers had to meet in the times 
when there were no roads, and the routes between 
settlements were marked by notches on the trees, 
with which the land was then covered. These 
notches were the only guideboards, but they were 
plainer to the settlers than that which Uncle Joe 
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found at the cross-roads, and they had no difficulty 
in getting from place to place by daylight and in 
fair weather ; but when the fierce storms came, it 
was a different matter, and they were forced to 
stay at home in their log-cabins. They measured 
distance by notches, as sailors do by knots, regard- 
ing which Captain Bob can tell us — " 

"Yes, that's so," said the captain, rising from 
his seat ; " a knot is made in a line, and on the end 
of the line is a small triangular bit of board, with 
strands of sennit from the three corners made fast 
to the line, which, throwed overboard, resists the 
water, and, as the ship goes, pays out the line till 
the knot is reached ; then, counting the time it 
took to run out, you have your reckoning of how 
many knots she is going in an hour." 

"Thank you, captain," said the secretary, and 
proceeded with his story. 

" They measured distances by notches, as sailors 
do by knots, and they were made near together, 
too, so that there was little danger of getting out 
of the way if care was exercised. The paths, 
however, became trodden, and the notches healed 
up, aqd at the time of which I am going to tell 
you, the roads were so good that no one thought 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



140 THB DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

of looking at the trees at all, when going from 
place to place, though the country was very thinly 
settled. These roads, however, merely connected 
the different settlements, with few cross-paths; 
and when the winter storms came they would be 
blocked up so that they were impassable for weeks. 
All waymarks were obliterated by the huge drifts 
of snow, and families ten miles apart were as much 
unconscious of each other's existence as if they 
were on opposite sides of the globe. If the 
services of a doctor at such times were needed, 
they had to be dispensed with ; but every woman 
was a doctor, with roots and herbs, then, and if 
they did not possess much science, they came as 
near it as good sound judgment allowed ; and so 
they relied on simple remedies, which answered for 
all ordinary ailments. The only physician within a 
radius of many miles was Dr. Parsons, of Tumeric, 
and his circuit was a very arduous one, keeping 
him almost all the time in the saddle. 

Mr. Dupont, a sturdy and enterprising farmer, 
was one of the pioneer settlers of Brook Village, a 
scattered hamlet then, some ten miles distant from 
Tumeric, and he had cleared a portion of a large 
tract of land which he had purchased, built him a 
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spacious log-cabin and a small barn, and was living 
very comfortably. He raised enough upon his 
clearing during the summer to support his family 
during the winter ; and though he had to work 
hard and endure many privations, he was con* 
tented. Being a shrewd and intelligent man, he 
foresaw the time when immigration would turn 
that way, as his farm lay along a small stream, nav- 
igable to the river, a mile or so below, and was a 
most desirable location. There were no very near 
neighbors; and his wife, two boys, and an old 
horse, formed his entire domestic circle. 

People were at that day used to roughing it, and 
they had little intercourse with the world, beyond 
an occasional call during the summer from boat- 
men on the river, for the purchase of grain and 
provisions, or a neighbor who chanced that way. 
His boys, fourteen and sixteen years old respec- 
tively, were his only help, though his wife, who was 
a strong woman, would come out occasionally and 
lend her assistance in raking or hoeing, as women 
were ready to do in those old times. 

Thus things had gone along for several years, 
settlers were beginning to arrive, and Mr. Dupont's 
prophecy seemed about to be realized, when, from 
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overwork or some other cause, he was taken very 
ill, just as winter had set in. His wife had ex- 
hausted all her remedies, and, being very much 
alarmed, she determined to send for Dr. Parsons. 
With no one to call upon, and having learned to 
depend upon her own resources, she resolved to 
send one of her boys to summon the doctor, but 
the other being very desirous to go with his 
brother, she gave her permission. She accordingly 
bundled them up in the most motherly manner, 
they tackled the horse into an old pung used about 
the farm, and, supplied with luncheon enough for 
a hundred-mile journey, and extra blankets and 
wraps, they started on their way for the doctor. 
They had been over the road before and knew the 
way perfectly, so she was not afraid to trust them ; 
but as she glanced at the sky and felt the chilly 
atmosphere which seemed to threaten a storm, she 
experienced a misgiving ; but the need of the doc- 
tor's services checked her fears, and she did not 
restrain her messengers. So, bidding them good- 
by, and exhorting them to go as fast as they could, 
she returned to her sick husband. 

Lightfoot, the horse, had taken but little exercise 
for several days, and started off briskly at the first 
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signal, as if, besides his private satisfaction, he had 
an interest in their errand. Though anxious about 
their father, the ride was exhilarating, and old 
Lightfoot, though a very sedate horse, seemed be- 
side himself as he whirled the rickety old pung 
over the crispy snow, which thus early, thickly 
covered the ground. 

" Rupert," said Albert, the younger of the boys, 
" isn't that a snow-cloud over the woods yonder ? " 

The boy thrust his face out from among his 
wraps, and after looking anxiously at the cloud, he, 
without replying, gave Lightfoot a smart blow with 
the whip. 

" Yes," said he at last, " and *t is coming right 
along, too." 

" I hope we shall reach the doctor's first," re- 
sponded Albert. "It is getting dark, too, very 
fast." 

It was past three o'clock when they started ; and 
though Lightfoot had done his best, the ten miles 
lacked considerable to complete it. 

" Here is the snow," said Rupert, " I felt it on 
my face." 

Sure enough, the snow had begun to fall and the 
wind to blow, and Lightfoot seemed to lag, as he 
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doubtless did, for it had been a long drive for him. 
It had now become quite dark, and the snow in- 
creased every minute. 

" Rupert, there's a light ! " cried Albert. 

Yes, there surely was a light, but was it shining 
from the doctor s ? They couldn't tell. But, as 
good chance would have it, it proved to be the very 
house they were in search of; and, better than 
that, they found the doctor at home, just sitting 
down to his dinner, on his return from a far-away 
visit. They told him their errand, whereupon he 
seated them at the table^ and while they were eat- 
ing inquired about their father s condition and symp- 
toms, from which he judged it was really necessary 
that he should at once set out for Brook Village. 

As soon as the meal was concluded he opened 
the door and looked out, when a whirl of snow sent 
him back into the house. He stood a moment, as 
if undecided about going, to their great alarm ; 
but taking down his thick great-coat and shawl, 
and producing his saddlebags from some hidden 
corner, he lighted his lantern, saying with a cheer- 
ful voice that he must go out and saddle his 
strongest horse, as it was going to be a powerful 
bad storm to travel in. 
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" For," said he, " though the night is bad, to be 
sick is worse ; and he is an unfaithful doctor who 
will not sacrifice his own comfort to relieve the 
distress of others." 

He went out to his stable and soon the tinkle of 
sleigh bells was heard at the door. The doctor 
came in to finish his preparations for the journey, 
wrapping himself up warmly, and then bidding the 
boys rest themselves and their horse before start- 
ing on their return, if they felt they must return, 
he told his wife not to expect him until the next 
morning, and, mounting his horse he cantered 
down the road, his lantern gleaming amid the snow 
like a firebug. The doctor had put old Lightfoot 
into the stable, where he was enjoying a square 
meal that the good man had provided him. 

The boys heard the snow dash against the win- 
dows, which made them feel anxious, and after 
warming themselves thoroughly and giving their 
horse as they thought a sufficient rest, they began 
to make preparations to return, though Mrs. Par- 
sons urged them to stay. They were too eager, 
however, to get home, and, folding their thick 
wraps around them, and covering up the horse 
securely, they started, bidding the doctor's wife 
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good-night and receiving her parting salutation as 
they left the door. 

Considerable snow had fallen, and the track was 
fast filling up. The wind swept down from the 
hills in a fierce blast, dashing the snow into their 
faces with blinding force, and the storm seemed to 
be increasing every minute. 

"Tis a tough storm," said Rupert, "but with 
the horse pointed towards home, it is a good deal 
better than if his tail was where his head is." 

" Just so," said Albert, " but can you see where 
we are going ? " 

"No," replied his brother, "the snow is too 
thick, but old Lightfoot will keep in the path, and 
we needn't fear." 

Comforting themselves with this assurance, they 
let the horse take his own course, and, leaning 
against each other, their warm wraps shutting out 
the cold, they soon fell into a doze and from this 
settled into a deep sleep. How long they slept 
they could not tell, but they were awakened by the 
pung's coming in violent contact with some object, 
which broke the traces, and, when fully conscious, 
they knew that their horse had left them ! Now 
this was a sad condition of things, and, without 
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knowing where they were, in a furious storm, with 
impenetrable darkness around them, they realized 
the helplessness of their condition. But the boys 
of that period were used to hardships, and their 
courage did not desert them. 

"Well, Albert," said Rupert, "here we are." 

" Yes," was the reply, " but where ?** 

" Don't know ; and we must wait till we can find 
out." 

" We must try to find shelter." 

" Yes, and pretty soon, too, for the snow comes 
down faster and faster. See how deep it is." 

" But where shall we go ? " 

" Can't say, but you stay here while I prospect a 
little." 

" I will go too." 

" Well, let us try and drag the pung with us." 

They attempted to move it, but it was beyond 
their united strength to do so. It had struck a 
small boulder, and seemed to be stuck as fast as 
the rock itself. 

" ni tell you what we will do," said Rupert, " we 
will take our lunch along. That won't be heavy 
to carry, and if we can find any place to crawl into 
we shall have something to keep us alive." 
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So they took out the generous supply of pro- 
visions which their mother had put into the pung, 
and went in search of shelter. The snow had not 
drifted much around them, and, as nearly as they 
could judge, the spot where they were wrecked 
was on a plain, which they in vain tried to recall. 
They started off, wallowing through the snow, 
blinded by its blustering violence, not knowing the 
way they took nor whither their steps led. They 
thus wandered on, cheering each other by a word 
now and then, until they were completely exhausted 
and began to feel that peculiar drowsiness which 
cold imparts. Suddenly Rupert stopped. 

" See there, Albert," he said, " that dark outline 
must be trees." 

" I hope so," was the faint reply. 

They accordingly pressed on, with new hope, 
and, after walking a short distance, came to a 
forest of large trees, which their experience in- 
formed them were hemlocks. Forcing themselves 
among the branches, they felt around in the dark 
and found that the weight of snow had bent the 
lower limbs to the ground, the thick foliage pre- 
venting it from passing through. 

" Oh, if we had but taken a lantern ! " said Ru- 
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pert, " but if we can only get under these branches 
we are safe, for a time at least." 

They accordingly felt about, and at length made 
an opening through which they crawled, and the 
needed shelter was gained. They were glowing 
from their exertion, and, removing their blankets, 
of which they made a bed, they laid down under 
the protecting bough and went fast asleep. 

While all this was happening, Dr. Parsons had 
ridden to Brook Village, where he ministered to 
his patient, greatly for his benefit, but as the storm 
continued, he concluded to stay. They sat up late 
for the boys, but he relieved parental anxiety on 
their account, by assuring the Duponts that they 
had undoubtedly stopped at his house. Just, how- 
ever, as they were preparing to retire, they heard 
the step of a horse near the door, and going out, 
saw Lightfoot, covered with white foam and the 
broken traces hanging about him. There was no 
sleep in the house that night. The mother was 
inconsolable and the father was wretched from the 
sense of his disability. The good doctor did all he 
could to quiet their fears, but felt all the while a 
misgiving, which he kept to himself. 

By daylight, next morning, he was in the saddle 
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on hb return by the way the boys must have 
taken, but he reachSd home without seeing any 
tracks of their pung in the road, the snow having 
completely hidden them. In great alarm he rallied 
several of his nearest neighbors, and they all set 
out, in different directions, on foot and horseback, 
to search for the lost boys, the snow still falling, 
which rendered movement very difficult. It ceased 
snowing on the second day, and then they set out 
more earnestly on their benevolent work, widening 
their circuit. Each one had taken his gun with him, 
the firing of which was to be the signal of discov- 
ery. One of the seekers had left the road and 
forced his way about a mile to the head of Teal 
Lake, now frozen over, and looking intently over 
its surface, saw an object that excited his atten- 
tion. It was a little hillock, for which he could 
not account, as he knew there was no object there 
which could offer resistance to the snow, and he 
went to ascertain what it was. Digging down into 
the drift he soon came to the old pung, and then 
he fired his gun to inform the others. He was 
immediately answered by like discharges from the 
rest, who soon gathered about the wreck. 
The boys had awaked the next morning after 
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their first peril, under the friendly bough of the old 
hemlock, refreshed by sleep, but on looking out 
were dismayed to find the drift higher than their 
heads where they had come in, and with the storm 
still raging. 

" Well, now what shall we do ? " said Albert in a 
desponding tone. 

" Don't give up, my boy," replied Rupert, " while 
we have a shelter like this, with clothes enough to 
keep us warm, and provisions to sustain us a little 
while at least, we will not despair. Now let us 
look at the larder." 

" What will father and mother think has become 
of us.?" 

" Oh, they'll imagine the best. They know we 
are not babies, and can take care of ourselves. We 
are not the first to be lost in a snow-storm. 
They'll be anxious of course, but they will be more 
glad to see us when we get back." 

" Do you think we shall get back ? " 

" Of course ; and now for the doughnuts," affect- 
ing a cheerfulness for his brother's sake, that he 
really didn't feel. 

They ate scantily, not knowing how long they 
might have to stay there, and made the clean snow 
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serve the purpose of water. Then they broke off 
branches with which to shelter themselves more 
closely, for their " windows," as Rupert said, let in 
considerable snow. They scraped it away from 
beneath their feet, and made their quarters quite 
comfortable. If it had not been for the uncer- 
tainty regarding their escape, they would have felt 
quite happy at the adventure. The storm con- 
tinued, another night passed, and the morning of 
the next day saw the entire consumption of their 
provisions. The sensation of hunger then threat- 
ened a greater peril. The cessation of the snow 
gave them a little hope, and they determined to 
venture forth, but with scarcely an expectation of 
seeing any one. They could not get out the way 
they came in for the drift, but finding it less deep 
on one side they forced their way through. Being 
thus turned about, they knew not which way to go, 
as the sun did not shine to enable them to know 
east from west. But if Rupert's heart did not fail 
him even now. 

** Keep up good spirits, Al," said he, " I feel it 
in my bones, that we shall get out of this scrape 
all right." 

" I wish we knew it " replied the poor boy. 
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They had taken but a very few steps, sinking 
deep in the snow, when Rupert, who was a little 
ahead, stopped. 

"Didn't you hear a gun ? " he said eagerly. 

" No, 'twas snow falling from the tree." 

"It was a gun," cried Rupert, "and there's 
another," he cried excitedly. " It is a good way 
off though, and in that direction," pointing across 
the plain. " We must halloo as loud as we can, 
and walk that way." 

They accordingly started with reviving courage, 
shouting as they went, and the thick trees pro- 
jected the sound of their voices across the plain. 
In a short time came the sound of half a dozen 
guns at once from one point 

" They see us ! we are saved ! Hurrah, hurrah, 
hurrah!" 

Poor Albert's strength had given out, as he 
heard the news of their safety, and he reeled and 
staggered like a drunken man. 

" Keep up courage," said Rupert, " they see us 
and are coming towards us." 

Sure enough a half dozen men on horseback, 
headed by Dr. Parsons, were seen coming over the 
supposed plain, which was Teal Pond, and soon 
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reached them, with great rejoicing at their escape. 
Arriving at the wrecked pung, they freed it from 
the snow, and, tying up the old traces with hat- 
bands and shoe-strings, they put the boys in it, 
and one of the horses dragged them to Dr. Par- 
sons' house, where they were well taken care of. 

After thoroughly fixing the harness, Dr. Parsons 
put his best saddle-horse in the shafts and drove 
the boys home to Brook Village, where they were 
received with open arms and great rejoicing, the 
good doctor delighted with the happiness he had 
conferred. The anxiety of his patient had actually 
sustained him, and the return of his boys effected 
his cure, though he gave the credit to Dr. Par- 
sons' night visit. The doctor was burdened on his 
return with thanks for the kind friends who had 
aided in finding them, and the tree beneath which 
they were sheltered stood for many years, bearing 
the name of Rupert's Tavern. 

• . • • • 

The story received the customary applause, at 
which the secretary was much pleased, and bowed 
his thanks. 

A call being made for the opinion of the boys 
regarding the story, they expressed themselves 
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very freely concerning it, some criticizing it pretty 
sharply. 

" Well," said the president, "as many as think they 
can write a better one, please stand and be counted." 

No one rose, and there was a general laugh. 

** I think," said the captain, " that it is a capital 
yarn, and it reminds me of how they said Jo Stev- 
ens was once caught in the snow up here. He 
was fatigued and lay down beside a fence to sleep» 
when a big storm came up, and, as he wasn't seen 
for two days, the neighbors looked for him, and 
they finally found him by his snoring. The storm, 
as they used to say, had kivered him up, and as he 
lay on his back his breath, through his nose, had 
made a small hole in the drift through which he 
was snoring like a rhinocerious." 

A whistle ran around the circle. 

" I never believed the story," said the captain, 
taking the whistle as a rebuke, " though I knowed 
Stevens very well." 

"Now," said the president, "we will adjourn, 
having had a very pleasant stormy evening." 

As the boys were putting on their coats they sang, 
" So say we all of us," and then, bidding Captain 
Bob good-night, went out into the driving snow. 
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CHAPTER XL 

A MIXED ENTERTAINMENT. 

WHEN the Sodality met again, they found the 
hall dark and the door closed, though the 
evening was fair and a bright moon was shining. 
This was a matter of great surprise to them, as the 
captain was usually so prompt. They did not 
know what to make of it, until Mrs. Davitt ap- 
peared upon the scene, bringing them the key, and 
saying that the janitor was kept from coming by a 
sudden and violent attack of lumbago which made 
him powerless. This excited the hearty sympathy 
of the boys, and the president, deputizing several 
to make the fire and light the lamps, went up to 
the house with Mrs. Davitt to see the invalid. 

" Glad to see you, my heart of oak, as the blind 
man said," groaned Captain Bob, as he lay on his 
bed. ***Here a sheer hulk lies poor Tom Bow- 
line,* unable to help himself or anybody else." 
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** What's the matter, captain ? " asked the presi 
dent. 

" Got the embargo in my back," he replied, " and 
a romantic affection all over me." 

"That's bad." 

" Bad ! I never had such an attack in my life. 
A-h ! what a twist that was ! Seems as if a knife 
were sticking into me." 

" Can you get no relief.?" 

" Not much, and I can't try Mr. Julian's remedy, 
unless I manage to tumble out of bed." 

" What was his remedy ? " 

" Why," said the captain, with a groan between 
every sentence, " Julian was taken down with an 
embargo in his back, and he lay for three weeks as 
helpless as a child, when old Judge Penhallow sent 
for him to superintend the packing of some pork. 
He had done this work for him a good many years, 
and the Judge seemed to think that if Julian only 
looked into the barrel while the pork was being 
packed it would be all right, and so, though he 
knew of the embargo, he insisted upon Julian's 
coming to his house to superintend it, if nothing 
else. But 'twas of no use, — he couldn't go there 
— and so the Judge put off his packing until Julian 
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was better. . He sent every day, for a week, to see 
how the sufferer was, which rather provoked him, 
and he at last told his wife that he would try to go. 
So, with a great deal of pain, he managed to dress 
himself, and, leaning on a cane on one side and his 
son on the other, he started for the Judge's, scarcely 
able to move. He did not have to go far, but there 
was a little hill in the way, that he had to climb, 
and it seemed just then higher than Mount Wash- 
ington. It was in November, and there had been 
a shower of frozen rain in the hight, which lay on 
the ground like sandbird shot. At every step it 
shifted beneath his feet, and the way up hill was 
slow and painful. He had arrived at the top, and 
was very glad that he was near the Judge's house, 
when his feet came from under him, and down hill 
he went, throwing somersets like an acrobat, and 
rolling over and over, until he reached the bottom. 
His son started to run down at the same moment, 
but the old man got there first. His son trembled 
lest his father had fatally injured himself, when, to 
his joyful surprise, his father sprang upon his feet 
as well as he ever was, and ran up the hill like a 
boy. It was a thorough cure, and he had the 
embargo no more till he died" 
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^ That was a high old cure," said the president ; 
"but I shouldn't like to take the remedy.'' 

"Well, you will maybe have to take medicine 
worse than that, sometime, which will not cure you 
half so quick." 

" If you try it, captain, let us know, will you ? I 
am very sorry you are so ill, and hope you will be 
better soon. 'So say we all of us.' I must go 
now, because the fire is made by this time, and if 
we can do anything for you, just let us know." 

** Thank you. Take care of the fire. If that 
tall fellow with big whiskers is round perhaps be 
will help you. Good-night." 

The captain tried to laugh, but it was smothered 
by a groan, and the president, saying "good-night," 
went to the performance of his duties. Everybody 
was eager to learn how the captain was, and he 
had to tell them all about the interview. 

" And now," said he, " we will go to work." 

He tinkled his bell, and they all took their seats ; 
but it seemed cheerless without the presence of 
Captain Bob. 

"As half of the evening is passed," said the 
president, "we will not read a long story, but 
make a sort of mixed entertainment of it, and call 
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upon different readers to give us something in 

rhyme, by way of a change. I will call upon 

Walters.** 

Walters rose to the occasion, and took his place 

by the big box, with the book before him. He 

turned over the leaves until he came to something 

that he thought might server and then read as 

follows : 

Up IN A Balloon. 

Isn't it "high," in leafy June, 

To heavenward soar with a big baUooil ? 

Before the gale 

To sail and sail, 

Like a cloudy comet without a tail| 
Except the tale the balloonist writes, 
When, happily, the machine alights. 
'TIS grand to pierce that upper air, 
And feel around the breezes rare ; 
To watch the clouds in lamb-like play, 
The earth below stretched hx away ; 
The mountain summits, the winding streamy 
But threads of dazzling silver-gleams ; 
Meadow and forest, bay and town, 
like a mottled carpet laid idly down. 
Woven of threads, by fairies spun, 
From scattered filaments of the son. 

At least, I suppose 

Such visions as those 

Meet the balloonist as upward he goet| 
But I don't know, and never shall see 
The sights he describes so gracefQUy, 
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When, from his lofty flight come down, 
He startles and pleases the curious town. 

A tale is told of Peregrine Smith, 
A little man of mettle and pith. 
Who thought, one 17th of June, 
He'd like to ride in a live balloon. 
So he went to Professor Thingembob^ 
And offered him largely from his fob. 

Would he let him embark 

In his willow ark, 

And soar above the rise of the lark. 
In his forthcoming municipal job ; 
And when the balloon was ready to go^ 
Smith jumped in and went also* 

'Twas calm and clear, 

On this noon of the year, 

And up rose the dome 'mid the multitude's chter. 

Up o'er the houses and trees it flew, 

Up o'er the towers and steeples too. 

While a gentle breeze from the favoring weit 

Bore it away on its tranquil breast. 

Farther and farther and higher it went, 

Till it seemed but a speck in the; firmament, 

And from it everything below 

Appeared, I suppose, as I've tried to show. 

Over hills and over woods. 
Over meadows and over floods, 
Over old rocks, ragged and bro^vn. 
Over the busy and thriving town. 

Till the airy rover 

Floated over 

The good old settlement of Dover. 
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Down the balloon came silently, 
Till Smith could common objects sec, 
And he heard loud voices from below, 
Shouting : " Where are yer going to go ? •* 
" What yer doing on up there ? " 
" Stop and take us inter yer car ; " — 
Lots of things which came to his ear^ 
Sounding very plain and clear. 

Smith's full heart 

Burst nigh apart 

With pleasure's satisfying art 
He never in his life before 
Had feelings so near running o'er. 
He gazed delightedly over the side. 
Where he the gathering throng descried^ 
And, as one of the jolly crew 
Shouted merrily: " How sxeyouf** 
He oped his mouth to make reply, 
When, in the twinkling of an eye, 
Out fell upon the scene beneath, 

His teeth ! 

Never was there such a wondering set 
As those below, when this object met 
Their startled vision — a, jaw thrown down, 
As if in answer to their own — 
A grin on its polished ivories still, 
Which no calamity could kill ; 
And, looking up for explaining word, 
The dome had sailed away like a bird. 
• • • • 

This was received with great uproary and all 

waited for the next name to be selected for reader. 
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The president deliberated a moment, and then 
said, " Ike Partington." Ike was just in the act of 
putting some dry peas into Holmes's boot, and 
hearing his name, shouted "Here," as if he had 
been on parade at roll-call. He immediately took 
his place. He found something in a few moments 
that was evidently pleasant, for a broad grin sprQ^d 
all over his features, which was responded to by a 
laugh from the boys. Thus encouraged, he read : 

On A Hill. 

There was a wild fellow named Nutter, 
Whose cheeks were as fat as ball-butter: 

" Now, hurrah ! " he cried, 

" Here goes for a slide ! " 
And he seized another boy's cutter. 

Then down the hill he went, fl3ring, 

" Get out of the way ! *' sharply crying} 

And he laughed loud and strong^ 

As he coasted along. 
Upon the stolen sled l3ring. 

And on he went, faster and ^ter. 
Not dreaming of any disaster, 

When the sled gave a slew, 

As over he flew, 
With the snow on his face like a plaster* 

Then grimly this fellow named Nutter 
Was heard to mutter and splutter : 
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" I don't think," he said, 

" Very much of that sled : 
/wouldn't have such a cutter." 
♦ • . • • 

The shout that followed this was so loud and 
strong, that not one-half of the boys heard a mis- 
sile of some sort, which struck the stove-pipe vio- 
lently on the outside ; but those nearest the door 
heard it, and, rushing out, a pair of boots were 
seen just disappearing over a neighboring fence. 
They knew it must be some fellow they had re- 
fused to admit, and determined to keep watch for 
him in future. After the excitement which this 
incident created had subsided, the president called 
upon Beck to read. He had been expecting to 
be called before, and felt somewhat disappointed 
when Ike was named. He arose very quickly 
when his name was spoken, and at once took his 
place. He was a little undecided as to what he 
should ready but at last, making his selection, he 
began: 

The Cook's Ghost. 

I pass Spring Lane 

With a sense of pain, 

And through my brain 

Fancies rush like a railway train. 
As I smell on the air 
The fragrance rare 
Of cookery pervading there, 
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Of roast or boiled, combined or plain, 
For here, in the years of long ago, 
Was wrought an act of grievous woe 

Where the chief cook, he, 

Through his grand idee. 

Was brought to sorrow, as we shall see. 

Monsieur Le Bride, 
Of cooks the pride, 
Was known and toasted, far and wide. 

For French ragout. 

Or hash, or stew. 

Or bake, or brew, 

Or dishes new : 

He'd put them through, 
And all of rivalry defied. 
O, a very great man, indeed, was he, \ 
The " king of the kitchen," decidedly. 
Epicures came his dishes to try 
Of broil, or roast, or boil, or fry. 
And so did his orders multiply, 
That, in defence, he, by-and-by. 
Invented a shrewd machine to ply. 
And carve, by steam, in the wink of an ey^ 

A turkey or pig, 
A chicken or goose, 

A sirloin big, 
A sheep, or a moose ; 
*Twas all the same — 'twas cut up clean. 
If put in Le Bride's famed carving-machine. 
At the turn of a screw. 
Ahead it flew. 

And such a lot as it would do ! 
To believe its powers, it should have been seen. 
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One day, the busiest of the year, 
The machine, alive in cog and gear, 

With proud Le Bride 

There by its side, 
The orders various to hear, 
That fell upon his dreaming ear, 
like the sound of mighty waters near, 

When, quick as a shot. 

He self forgot, 
In a feeling mystical and queer, 
A dream indefinite and queer, 

And, fleet as a wink, 

Or a blink, or a think, 
He was cut right up by the carver drear— 

In shiHing-worths, 

Sixpence- worth s, 
As per bill of £are — the cheap or dear I 

Time has passed, since this thing of pain, 
Which happed, as stated, in old Spring Lane ; 

But the blood is stirred 

As at times are heard. 
On the spot where the tragedy occurred. 
The sounds of epicurean strife. 
And the clash and dash of the carving-knife, 
And the smothered sound of waiters' tones, 
And the munch and crunch of flesh and bones. 

While on the air. 

With fragrance rare, 
A smell of viands is floating there ; 
And then is known, beyond a doubt, 
That the ghost of the old-time cook is about. 

Upon the scene 

Where, smooth and clean, ^ 

He got carved up by his own machine. 
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This caused considerable merriment, the conceit 
was so odd, and one hoped that the machine gave 
more for the money than carvers were usually apt 
to give ; when the president suggested that some 
one volunteer to read one of a graver sort, as too 
much of the mirthful, like too much sweet, was 
cloying. Burgin aros6 and said he remembered a 
short one in the book, which he thought would do, 
and he read very nicely, — 

The Worm and the Butterfly. 

" Don't put on airs, proud butterfly," 

Said an inch-worm on a vine ; 
** You may sport your showy beauties, 

And move in splendor fine, 
But your father was a common grub^ 

Not better, much, than mine. 

** It sets my back right up to see 

Such trifling things as you 
Flit round and round, from flower to flower. 

Without a thing to do. 
Why don't you go to work and grub. 

As your sire used to do ? 

" You do no harm ! Well, what of that ? 

You do no good at all ; 
No more than that small, sunny ray. 

Up there against the wall 
An idle, lazy, silly set, 

Your whole pert race I call." 
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** Say what you please, you wretched worm^ 

You are not worth reply. 
To live for evil is your lot, 

And in your evil die. 
Your praise or blame is all the same^ 

For neither e^er care I. 

** But this is true ; I'd have 3rou know 
That, while all hate your race, 

The butterfly has smiling friends 
Where'er she shows her face ; 

And where the good and true. have ua^ 
The beautiful has place." 



**Good!'* cried Jhe secretary, and all the boys 
applauded. Boys always like to do so, and boot- 
heels are splendid assistants to the demonstrative 
disposition. 

When the sensation had subsided, the president, 
as it was now getting late, adjourned the meeting, 
expressing his firm conviction that the evening 
had been well employed, for which sentiment he 
was applauded. The fire had been out for some 
time, and the discovery made that the fuel was 
exhausted, and that the captain had been supplying 
their need from his own wood-box. This was a 
condition of things not to be allowed, and so they 
resolved to bring a stick of wood apiece to the 
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next meeting, and would pay out of the fund, 
which now amounted to one dollar and twenty-five 
cents, for what had been consumed. 

They then locked the door, and the president 
handed the key to Mrs. Davitt at her house, beg- 
ging her to tell the captain that they had enjoyed 
a first-rate time, the only drawback having been 
his absence, and hoped that he would be able to 
attend the next meeting. 

*' Good-night, my heart of oak," he heard the 
captain faintly cry, and bidding "good- night," in 
response, he joined the members at a brief session 
on the corner. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

AN OFF-NIGHT WITH CAPTAIN BOB. 

DURING the week the boys had been very 
attentive to their sick old friend, making him 
frequent calls, and carrying him many choice things 
which they thought he might like: jellies and 
fruits and preserves, and little delicacies from the 
table, which, with many good wishes, kept the 
kind old fellow in a constant state of grateful 
emotion. ** Mother," he would say, with that huge 
laugh of his, " the tall man with the big whiskers 
is about again, sure." The boys would sit with 
him, too, and he always had some pleasant story to 
tell them, mixed in occasionally with a scrap of 
song, whereat they were greatly pleased. At the 
end of the week he was somewhat better, but, as 
he expressed it, he hadn't ** got his land legs on," 
and must remain in dock a little longer, 

" Mother," said he on the day before the Sodality 
meeting, ** why can't the Sidolatry meet here to- 
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night ? It will please them, I know, and won't 
hurt me any. In fact, I think 'twould put new life 
into me and help remove the embargo." 

"What a boy you are, Bob Davitt," said she, 
smiling at him, " I believe you would be a boy if 
you were as old as Samson." 

" Methuselah," replied he, correcting her. " Well, 
I don't know as to that, for them old fellows 
were n't very joUy, but as long as I am allowed to 
live, I hope I shall have a cheerful and happy 
heart, even though my legs fail me." 

** So I hope," said she. 

" I don't want * to be a boy again^ as some one 

says. I want to be a boy right on, every time, 

without care, like a boy, and contented, let the 

wind be fair or foul. 

* Fm for Tom Tiller's golden maxiniy 

Who studied life in every stage : 
He'll tell you plainly, if you ax him. 
Content's this life's best weather-gauge.' 

Them's my sentiments, mother, and if ever you 

find me with a dismal wrinkle on my face, please 

smooth it out with a flat-iron." 

" I will," she said carelessly. 

"Well, shall we have the boys here, then?" he 
asked. 
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" Just as you say." 

" No, it isn't. No man should invite any one, 
especially a stranger to his wife, to his house to 
dine, for instance, without first consulting her. 
She has command of the quarter-deck at home, 
and a sudden charge on a picked-up dinner and 
the common crockery is apt to cause unpleasant- 
ness. Did I ever tell you how Jim Kennard got 
served who accepted an invitation home one day to 
dinner, by a friend, and how a lie he told followed 
him as long as he lived ? " 

"No." 

" Well, Jim had been bored for months by his 
friend Timmins to go home and dine with him, 
knowing, so Jim thought, that he wouldn't go. 
But one day he decided to test Timmins* sincerity 
and accepted the invitation, evidently to his sur- 
prise. It was Saturday, and as they walked along to 
dinner, Timmins expressed the hope that his wife 
would have something nice, as he left the matter 
entirely to her, and, as they entered the hospitable 
door, a strong smell of boiled salt fish met them. 
Now, there was nothing in the food line that Jim 
disliked so much as boiled salt fish, but he was in 
for it, and was bound to make the best of the situ- 
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ation. Mrs. Timmins was an estimable woman, 
but as her husband brought her to be introduced, 
there was an unpleasant gleam in her eye, her face 
wore a mortified red, and her jnanner of welcome 
was not cordial. 

'* ' I am happy to see you,* she said, * of course^ — 
(rather emphatic), — but I regret that I cannot give 
you a better entertainment. Our Saturday dinner 
is always salt fish, and I am sorry that Mr. Tim- 
mins forgot this,' — (the latter a little sharp.) 

" * My dear madam,* he replied, assuming an en- 
thusiastic air, 'you could not have pleased me 
better. Salt fish is my especial delight, far pref- 
erable to turkey, and, as I should have had none 
at my boarding-house, I feel myself particularly 
favored.' 

'' The cloud cleared away in an instant, and soon 
the fish and fixings were smoking on the board, 
the lady doing the honors with great pleasure. 
Poor Jim, though choking almost, with every 
mouthful, put in with a will, and actually passed 
his plate back for some more, feeling that he must 
carry out the deception. He succeeded so entirely 
to her satisfaction, that she invited him to come 
again with Mr. Timmins, which he promised to do. 
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" 'Come, Jim/ said Timmins, on a Thursday not 
long after, 'come home and dine with me to-day ; 
wife told me to ask you. She is going to get up a 
dinner on your account' 

" ' Any other company ? ' asked Jim. 

" * Yourself, exclusively. My wife took a great 
liking to you.' 

"'Well, a good dinner is quite an object, and 
rn go.' 

*'They started for dinner, and, when within 
almost a block of Timmins' house, Jim stopped 
suddenly, and looked as if debating whether he 
should not turn and run. 

" ' What's the matter ? ' asked Timmins. 

" * Oh, nothing but a doubt regarding something 
I was thinking of.' 

" Jim had detected a strong odor of boiled salt 
fish in the air, and his conscience began to upbraid 
him for the lie he had told, with the reflection that 
it must be repeated in order for him to retain a 
respectable reputation in that family. A horrible 
condition of things, from which he saw no present 
escape. He found his surmises true. Mrs. T, in 
good faith, seeing his former apparent enthusiasm, 
had prepared a dinner of salt fish in the middle of 
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the week especially for him! She received him 
very graciously, the table was nicely spi*ead, and 
there in the midst, was the odious salt fish. 

" ' I am very glad you came/ she said ; ' we were 
in such unfortunate confusion the other day, and 
knowing your favorite dish, I determined to have 
you here again, to partake of it under better cir- 
cumstances.* 

" ' Thank you, madam,' said Jim ; ' I appreciate 
your politeness, and shall certainly do justice to 
your preparation.* 

" As he worked away at his task of making away 
'with his fish, he recalled the fact that his landlady 
had that morning told him that she was to have 
chicken-pie for dinner, in which he specially delighted, 
but Mrs. Timmins was charmed to see him display 
such an appetite. Several other invitations to dine 
with the Timminses succeeded this, but his pre- 
engagements were so many that he could not 
accept, greatly to his regret, as he informed Mrs. 
Timmins by note. 

"After this, during the warm season, he was 
eighty miles in the country, and was enjoying him- 
self at a farm-house, feeding on rural luxuries, 
when his hostess, one morniiDg as he was going 
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out, begged him to be home at the dinner-hour, as 
she was going to prepare a dish especially for him. 
He came as requested, and, full of pleasing antici- 
pation, sat down to the table. Immediately a 
large dish was placed before him, which he un- 
covered, and there, as if to mock his anticipation, 
was a boiled salt codfish ! He gazed at it sadly. 

" * I heard from the Timminses,* said she, ' that 
you were very fond of salt fish, and sent away 
down to the city to procure a nice one. I hope 
you will like it.*. 

" * Pardon me, my dear madam,* said he ; ' but I 
cannot eat salt fish except near the salt water, the 
atmosphere having much to do with its flavor. I 
thank you for your effort to please me, but I beg 
you to remove the luxury, while I will regale my- 
self with a portion of yonder baked pullet* 

" He escaped further trial there, but for a long 
time he could not attend a dinner where salt fish was 
not served up for him, it having got round that he 
was so fond of it ; and that lie stuck to him like 
Captain Copp's cure for a cold, about which I will 
tell you some time. There's some one at the door.'* 

The bell had rung twice, and Mrs. Davitt re- 
turned from the door^ ushering in Whidden and 
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Drown, the president and secretary of the So- 
dality. The captain greeted them with a loud 
" Hallo I " and a shake of the hand. 

"Ah, my hearties," said he;_ **how*s every- 
thing?" 

** First rate,** replied the president; •'and how 
are you?" 

•''Well, Tm so's to be here,* as the man said 
who was going to be hanged. No chance of join- 
ing you to-night, though ; but the next best thing 
to that is, that you join me, if mother says yes, 
and we will make a night of it here. What say 
you, mother ? " 

** Why, of course," said she. 

" Thank you, mother. Now, you youngsters, go 
and tell the rest, and then lead on the boarders as 
soon as you please." 

"But won't it disturb your nerves?** 

" Not a bit of it. My nerves are like fiddle- 
strings, which need your coming, like a bow, to set 
them to making pleasant music. If I can't dance, 
I can sing." 

Not wishing to encourage this last idea, they 
said they would notify the boys, and went out. 
Mother proceeded immediately to put things to 
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rights for the reception of the party, in the com- 
mon room down stairs, where the captain was held 
to his cot. The lamps were trimmed, chairs were 
brought in from other rooms, and everything was 
ready for them when they should come. 

And one might safely wager they would come, 
for the affection of the boys had so entwined itself 
about the old captain, for his constant kindness to 
them, and his company was so jolly, that they 
never neglected any occasion for being with him. 
And now that he was sick, more than any time, 
were they eager to go, because Whidden had told 
them what he had said about their visit doing him 
good, and if this were so, it was a duty as well as 
pleasure to accept the invitation. Thus, attended 
by Burgin with the old book, in case anything from 
it should be required, they went to the captain's in 
a body. 

" This," said Captain Bob, as he received them, 
"reminds me of the jolly times we had last winter, 
when I was lying-to with a sprung spar, and your 
company made the dismal hours pass so cheerily. 
Thank ye for coming." 

"It is very pleasant for us, I assure you," said 
Whidden, 
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" Well, shipmets, stow yourselves as well as you 
can, and let us have a taste of the old book. Lor' 
bless you, how well I remember that rusty old 
volum*, as Joe used to read it to us in the fo*c*sle 
of the Dian, * while the stormy winds did blow.* ** 

" What sort of a man was Uncle Joe ? " asked 
Burgin. "I never knew him. He died before I 
was bom." 

"Oh, a fine-looking chap was Joe, strong and 
hearty, and as generous and good a fellow as you 
ever saw." 

" Where did he die ? " Burgin again inquired. 

" Don't know as he is dead ; he went away in 
'49, when the gold fever broke out, and not a line 
has been heard from him since. We heard he'd 
been killed by a grizzly bear in the California 
mountains, but there were never no particulars 
about it." 

The president said that, in order to allow the 
secretary to keep his record straight, he would 
organize the Sodality there, which he did, and 
declared it open for reading or conversation. 
There was an opinion, silently entertained, that, 
on the occasion of a visit to their friend the cap- 
tain, the book should be dispensed with, and there- 
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fore an eflfort — hardly necessary — was made to 
draw him out, with a bait, like a cunner. 

" Captain," said Holmes, " do you know the his- 
tory of the old cellar upon the hill here ? " 

" No, and nobody else does," he replied, " that's 
one of the mysteries, as Mr. Meloon remarked 
when he saw a grocer put three quarts of molasses 
into a two-quart pail. But the story Tve heard 
about it is, that one of the old settlers undertook 
to build a house there, and was sharp en^ough to 
dream, or pretended that he did three nights in 
succession, that there was money buried there, 
southeast from Great Rock, — though who could 
have buried it, — and set the fools round here at 
that time digging for it, right where he wanted his 
cellar, and the old cellar is the result of it." 

" Well, did he build his house ? " inquired one. 

*' No, he went to England to get some material 
he could n't obtain here, and was either lost at sea, 
or kept from coming back, for some reason or 
other, and so the cellar never was built over." 

"Weren't the money-diggers vexed?" asked 
Moody. 

" I dare say they were, but such fools are never 
discouraged. Why, a hundred years afterwards 
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they were digging around the Old Rock for money 
that was supposed to be buried there." 

"That accounts, then," said Drown, **for the 
place dug away on the lower side of the rock. IVe 
often wondered how it happened to be there." 

"Yes, that's how it happened, and they were 
prettily humbugged." 

"How?" 

" Why, there came a fellow round here, it was 
said, — my father told me of it, — who pretended to 
be a 'strologer, and could see through a millstone 
without making a hole in it. He went round with 
a witch-hazel rod and said, that when he came nigh 
any gold or money that was buried, the rod would 
turn round in his hand, and let him know just the 
spot where to dig. He went all round the hill, 
and told people that it was just the spot he had 
dreamed about a good many times, and he knew 
there must be money buried there. So he took 
his rod, — divining-rod he called it, — and went up 
alone, to prospect, he said. When he came back, 
he told people there was money hidden near a 
large round rock that was all alone by itself. This 
set folks to talking, and when they asked him to 
show them where it was, he said that was some- 
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thing worth paying for, and if they would give him 
two shares in the prize and fifty dollars for the in- 
formation, he would go with them and find the 
treasure. So ten of *em put in five dollars apiece, 
which they placed in his hands, as he insisted they 
should before he began, and on a very dark night, 
made darker by a thick fog, they went up to dig the 
promised treasure. He held his rod in several 
places, until he should find the right one, and then 
told them they must dig in a slanting direction 
right under the lower portion of the rock, but must 
not say a word while they were doing it, because 
the spirits that guarded the treasure would have 
no power over it while they were silent. So they 
dug away, in silence and darkness, their hearts 
beating with hope and expectation, until, after 
about a quarter of an hour, they struck something 
that sounded metallic. Filled then with intense 
excitement, they got down and scratched the earth 
away, like hens, until they could distinctly feel the 
outlines of a large iron pot, which seemed to be 
wedged in by some loose stones placed on each 
side. After a while the stones were removed and 
the pot taken out, which was immensely heavy. It 
appeared to have, by the feeling, a metal cover 
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which was sealed down, and two of the party tak- 
ing it between *em, they carried it to the house of 
the foremost of the ten, and proceeded to open it. 
It was no easy matter, they found, to do this, but 
after a while the rusty cover yielded, and there 
appeared to them under the light of a candle, a 
mass of old iron, scraps of lead, stones, and other 
heavy valuables, which they had dug up and 
brought a half a mile, to their great fatigue ! And 
now they turned to look for the money-finder, but 
he was gone, and very lucky was it for him that he 
had, for they were just mad enough to put him in 
the hole they had dug and cover him up. They 
went down to the tavern where he was stopping, 
but found he had gone without paying his bill, leav- 
ing a note on his table telling the parties he had 
fooled, that he would give his part of the treasure 
to founding a hospital for idiots, of which they 
should be the first inmates." 

The boys laughed at this, and as the subject of 
money-digging is a very fascinating one to almost 
everybody, they were willing to continue it 

" But, Captain," said Holmes earnestly, " are n't 
there some cases where the money-diggers have 
good reason for what they do ? " 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1 84 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

"I dare say, but not where they don't know 
something about it before they begin ; the same as 
where divers go down in diving-bells to get money 
out of a wrecked ship, that they knew was lost, 
and had the money on board. Before the revolu- 
tion had broken out into war, old Governor Went- 
worth had his home on Smith's Pond, up here 
some fifty miles, and while there heard of the battle 
of Lexington, which frightened him so that he 
packed up his plate, and his wife, and other chat- 
tels, and started off in the old state-coach for 
Rivertown. The roads were no better then than 
those described in Drown's story, and as it was 
spring and the wheels sank into the thawy ground, 
he soon found that he had too heavy a load, and 
must lighten it by leaving behind his wife or his 
money. He decided to leave the money and plate, 
and his servants buried the treasure in a field by 
the side of the road. They never returned to re- 
cover it, and none knew where it was ; the direction 
of the road was changed, and for years people 
have gone over the ground with crowbars, and 
always by night, prodding down to find the buried 
treasure." 

'* And they can't find it ? " said one. 
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" No. It is something in this case like the black 
cook who dropped the silver ladle into the ocean : 
'*Massa/ said he to the captain, *is a ting lost 
when you know where he am ? ' * No, Pomp/ 
* Well, Ts grad o' dat 'ere, cause de silber ladle is 
done gone oberboard/ They know where the 
Wentworth treasure is, but they can 't get at it any 
more than the cook could his ladle." 

" Did you ever know any money-diggers ? " 

" No, but I can understand how people are led 
to expect to find it. Why, I myself, have by a 
dream several times repeated, been almost per- 
suaded there was a mine of old gold coin, jewels 
and money, up in Cutter's field, at the roots of a 
decaying tree. So plain it has seemed to me, that 
I have heard the coins jingle and seen the glitter 
of the diamonds, and orice I filled my pockets with 
doubloons, and was just on the point of buying the 
field of Cutter, when I awoke to find myself as 
poor as ever." 

" Did you ever go to see if there was treasure 
there?" 

The captain laughed : ** Well," said he, ** I may 
as well confess that I did. I was near the dreamed 
of spot one dayi and was foolish enough to go and 
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look over the premises. But there was nothing 
there as I had seen in my dream. I laughed to 
myself as I thought of my buying the lot of 
Cutter." 

" But did you never know of anybody's finding 
anything ? " 

" The nearest was where a man of the money- 
dreaming kind, named Gilpin, — always fancying 
he was going to get rich by discovering a mine, — 
came home one night rather shaky in his legs and 
fell into George Ayres's mortar trough, which was 
brimful. When he got home his wife began to 
scold him, which he was rather used to. He 
looked at his clothes reeking with soft mortar, and 
immediately a new idea struck him. * Wife,' said 
he gravely, * do n't scold me ; our luck has turned : 
Fve found a soft-soap mine.' " 

The laugh that followed brought the subject to a 
close, and conversation took a more general form, 
the captain joining in and listening, while Mrs. 
Davitt enjoyed it all as she sat knitting in the 
corner. At last, as the evening was now drawing 
to a close, Ike asked the captain if he would not 
sing them something. 

"Ah, you rogue," the captain replied, "I see the 
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irony of the request in your eye, and I am almost 
of the mind to sing a song to punish you." 

Whidden, who was feeling a cool breath of ait 
from a little crack in the window, gave a percep- 
tible shiver, which Captain Bob imputed to the 
dread of his singing. 

** Don't be skeered, my lad," said he, " I'm not 
going to sing." 

Whidden explained the cause of the shudder, 
which was satisfactory. 

" Fm not going to sing, though I could once, 
couldn't I, mother ? " 

" Not musical, exactly," she replied, " but 
strong." 

" Bless you," said he, " once I could sing like a 
martingale. Why, when I was young they got up 
a minstrel band in Rivertown, to go round singing 
and giving concerts, and I was one of *em. We 
had tambourines, and banjos, and triangles, and all 
that sort of machinery, and then we blacked our 
faces, and went out into the country to try the 
thing on." 

** What thing ? " was asked. 

" Why, the minstrel business, — to see how the 
affair would work, you know." 
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" Oh, I see. Well, what success ? " 

" Success ! Nothing like it before. The whole 
town turned out, though they didn't come intp the 
school-house where the concert was held, but, when 
we broke up and left, they were waiting outside to 
escort us to the town line, and there dismissed us 
with a volley of the soundest vegetables. I know 
that at least one specimen of every vegetable 
raised in that town hit me personally." 

" And you didn't sing, either ? " 

" No. If we had sung, heaven alone knows what 
the consequences might have been. They were 
full bad enough, as it was." 

The captain burst into one of his most boisterous 
laughs, in which they all joined. Then gathering 
about their good old friend, they expressed their 
hopes that he would be able to be with them at 
their next meeting, and shaking hands with him 
gently, for fear of causing him pain, they went 
away, saying " good-night," to which he responded 
" Good-night, my hearties." 

" What a bright, intelligent set of boys they are, 
mother," said the captain, after they had left. 
** How finely they talked, didn't they?" 

" Well," she replied, " it seemed to me as if you 
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did all the talking yourself. I couldn't see a place 
where they could get a word in edgeways." 

" Why, mother, it seems to me as if I scarcely 
said ten words. But you may be right, after all. 
People who talk much are likely to be unconscion- 
able of what they do say, and I had the credit at 
sea of being the greatest spinner of long yarns, as 
ever sailed the briny deep." 

"Well, Captain Bob," said she, "let me fix you 
comfortably for the night, and I hope the boys 
have not disturbed you so you cannot sleep." 

"All right, mother." 

The captain was tenderly cared for, and before 
mother had left the room with the lamp, he was 
fast asleep. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

GOING ON VERY SMOOTHLY. 

CAPTAIN BOB, during his illness, had been 
of deep interest to the neighbors, as well as 
his young friends, and under their solicitous care 
he had met with such sincere kindness that he 
found sickness quite a luxury. His pains were so 
softened by the many things they recommended, 
but which he never applied, that he hardly knew 
when he began to recover, and the first intimation 
he had that he was better was when he found him- 
self in the middle of the floor, with a blanket over 
his shoulders, ready and able to execute a Comanche 
war-dance. It was indeed a very sudden recovery, 
almost as miraculous as that of the pork-packer 
mentioned in the last chapter. When Whidden 
came in to see him, he was pleasantly surprised to 
find him so well, and congratulated him on his 
convalescence. 

" Yes, my lad," said the captain, " I've got the 
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convalescence, sure, but I hope it won't serve me 
as it did that poor fellow down in Maine." 

" How was that, captain ? " 

"Well, there's a little story about it, which 
makes it more interesting, as I've generally found 
in other matters — sidolatries, for instance — and 
I'll try to tell it to you as it was told to me. 
Old Squire Boody was 'tending the cattle-fair 
somewhere in Maine, — down by Saco, I think, — 
and was saunteiing along, looking at the big pigs, 
premium squashes, and sich, when he saw that 
somebody was following him, and stopping just 
when he did. He looked at him closer when he 
found this out, and saw that it was a little fellow 
who used to work for him, and was mighty glad to 
see him. 

" ' Well, squire,' said he, * how's all the folks ? * 

" * All very well,' said the squire. 

"Then he had a thousand and one questions, 
more or less, to ask about everything and every- 
body, ending with, ' How's Jake.^* 

'** Jake, poor fellow,* said the squire, *is dead.' 

" ' Dead ! I want to know. Why, I see him not 
more 'n a year and a half ago, as well as ever he 
was. What did he die of? ' 
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" * Well/ replied the squire, slowly, * he was 
taken first with the rebellious fever, as the doctor 
called it, and had a pretty narrow time of it. But 
they pulled him through, and he was getting along 
nicely, when convalescence sot in, and that killed 
him/ 

"And that's why I hope that convalescence 
won't treat me in the same way." 

**I guess," said Whidden, laughing, "you'll be 
able to stand it; and I hope you will be well 
enough to attend the next meeting." 

"*ril try,' as Colonel Miller said at Niagara, 
when asked by his commander whether he could 
take a certain fort. He succeeded, and so may I." 

" We shall be glad to see you." 

** That's what the blind man said. But I shall 
be glad to take my watch again by the old stove. 
* Where duty calls,' you know." 

" Ay, ay, sir," said the president, as he departed. 

When the Sodality met, the next evening, they 
found Captain Bob on hand, with the stove in a 
genial state of excitement, and the lamps burning 
brightly. Each member came bearing his assess- 
ment of wood, and each one seemed trying to 
outdo all the others in hearty demonstrations of 
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pleasure on seeing the captain at his post. Per- 
haps the feeling shown was not quite unselfish ; for 
making fires, as a general thing, boys are not very 
partial to, but there was enough of it to admit a 
little discount 

" Avast, my lads," said he ; *' for though your 
reception is pleasant to me, it tries my back, which 
is yet somewhat weak. Thank ye, though, just 
the same. I see the president is taking his place, 
and now we shall hear what old Joe has to say." 

The bell accordingly sounded, and when order 
was established, a reader was appointed from 
among the least prominent of the boys, the pres- 
ident wishing to give all a chance. Eben Moulton 
was one of the least prominent, a native shyness 
keeping him back, but the beauty of his person 
and character made him a universal favorite. 
When he was named as the reader, he took his 
place timidly, and all were eager to know what he 
should select. The very title suggested the quiet 
nature of the performance : " Do Something." 

Do Something. 
Little Joel Thrall, son of Thrall, the great rail- 
road contractor at Junction Crossing, was born^ 
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every one said, with " a silver spoon in his mouth/' 
for, born to wealth, every wish was gratified, and 
every want anticipated. He had nothing to do 
but expect others to do for him in everything. Had 
he been allowed to black his own boots, it would 
have been something, but even this was denied 
him. By nothing to do is meant, of course, noth- 
ing useful. In matters of mischief he could do 
enough, and made himself obnoxious to servants, 
and every living thing that he could torment. 
Even the hens learned to hate him, and old Nursey 
Coddle, who had been in the Thrall family for 
many years, said she was afeard such a boy would 
"never come to an end," — meaning a good end, 
probably, but her indignation was ahead of her 
grammar. He went to a private school, and what 
he learned was more like receiving than learning, 
for he made no effort. The soil of his mind was 
good, and what fell on it was retained. 

A sister of his father was living upon the old 
Thrall homestead in New Hampshire, situated 
upon a beautiful lake, that made the little town of 
Spruceville famous as a watering-place. Here, the 
summer that Joel was thirteen years old, it was 
resolved to send him, as it was feared, by his fond 
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mother, that too close application to his studies 
might have undermined his health ! He allowed 
her to think so, and went. He was welcomed by 
his good Aunt Miriam very kindly, who tried 
everything to please him. The farm, however, was 
not in the village, and its resources, which were 
most enjoyable to those who could feel enjoyment, 
had no effect on one who had nothing to do. He 
dawdled through the days listlessly, and went to 
bed at night with nothing to reflect on except that 
he was bored. He had not been at the farm three 
days before he began to express surly regrets that 
he had come, and equally surly wishes to go home, 
much to his good aunt's mortification, who tried in 
every way to please him. The only approach to 
interest that he showed in anything was a walk 
which he took each day to the railroad d^p8t, and 
from there to the hotel by the lake, the homestead 
being midway between the two, to see who were 
passing through to scenes beyond, or who were 
arriving at the house intending to remain there. 
This palled by-and-by, and Joel was left to desolate- 
ness. The lake was full of fish, the woods were 
glorious in their summer beauty, and nature called 
to him in a thousand ways, but he was insensible to 
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all temptation. Even the worrying of the pigs and 
poultry had lost its charm, and he was miserable.- 
The road from the depot to the hotel lay by the 
outer edge of the town of Spruceville, and the spire 
of the Spruceville church could be seen from the 
homestead, lifting itself above the trees, but Joel 
had never visited the town. One day he noticed, 
for the first time, a little green lane which led from 
the road, and, without knowing or caring why, he 
sauntered through it, until, with some surprise, he 
found himself in the centre of a beautiful town, 
with a pretty little common surrounded by neat 
houses, the church and school-house, and a con- 
siderable show of business, where farmers* teams 
were hitched about a large store, and a black- 
smith's hammer was heard making pleasant music. 
Neat and healthy looking people were moving 
hither and thither; and boys and girls, on their way 
to school, looked at Joel inquiringly as he drifted 
along. By and by he was attracted by some one 
whistling, and found that the sound came from 
the open window of a small cottage house, beside 
which a boy, apparently about his own age, sat 
making what appeared to be a basket, and whis- 
tling as merry as a cricket. 
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Now boys are very easy to form acquaintance 
with each other, and are not much troubled with 
the diffidence which affects older people, and so 
Joel, for a moment interested, stepped up nearer to 
the window in order to better see what the other 
was doing. He was a pale boy, with a bright and 
cheerful face, and was so intent upon his work that 
he did not at first see Joel, but, looking up, with a 
very pleasant smile, said : " Hallo ! " 

The word " Hallo," doesn't mean much, any 
way, but it does- very well as an introductory re- 
mark, and serves just as well for a reply, and so 
Joel said " Hallo," too, but remained standing, look- 
ing in at the window. 

** Won't you come in ? " said the boy. 

Curiosity to see what the boy was making im- 
pelled Joel to accept the invitation, and without 
any hesitation, he lifted the latch and went in. 
He found the boy to be younger-looking than he 
appeared from the outside ; his figure was shrunken, 
and he sat on a sort of wooden frame, his back 
resting against an upright board at the end, his 
legs stretched out before him. He was engaged 
in making a basket from peeled willow twigs, his 
material being placed on a chair by his side. 
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There was no one there but him. The room was 
clean and orderly, the furniture plain and simple, 
with some braided mats on the flooF for a carpet, 
and branches of spruce in the old-fashioned fire- 
place, which sent out a pleasant odor. 

*' I'm glad you came in," said the little basket- 
maker, pointing to a seat ; " I suppose you are a 
stranger in town." 

*• Fm here for a little while," replied Joel, " on 
a visit to my aunt." 

"What's her name.?" 

" Miss Thrall, at the Homestead." 

" Oh, I know her. She is a good lady. Do you 
like here.?" 

" Not very well, 'tis so dull." 

" Well, can't you make it lively ? " 

**No ; I don't know how." 

"Can't you find something to do, — something 
useful?" 

"No." 

" That is strange ! What did you do at home .? " 

" Nothing. I didn't have to do anything. My 
father is rich." 

The little basket-maker looked at Joel seriously, 
but kindly, for a minute. 
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" But you should do something," he said, ear- 
nestly. "No one can be happy without being 
useful. What he does, rewards him through the 
feeling that he is not living in vain." 

" I don't know what you mean by doingl' replied 
poor Joel. 

"Well, that is the strangest! Why, haven't 
you been told that God has given everybody the 
faculty for doing something, whatever it may be, 
that will be of use to somebody ? There's making 
baskets, now ; that is doing something, which ben- 
efits those who want them, and benefits me by 
bringing me in a little money." 

"Well, what can /do?" 

"There, that is a mighty question, if you ask 
from a sincere desire to know. Do you really wish 
to know ? " 

"Yes." 

" I am sorry that it is left to poor me to tell you, 
— you, with your limbs all sound and your head 
clear. See here," and he showed Joel how shriv- 
elled he was, from a cold taken when he was a 
baby, thirteen years before, he told him, — " but if I 
can do you good, and show you the way to useful- 
ness, how happy I shall be. Suppose we begin ? " 
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"I don't know how to begin," said Joel, quite 
mortified. 

" Well, 'tis very easy," responded his instructor ; 
"please take that mug, will you, first, and bring 
me some cool water from the pump yonder." 

Joel took the mug and went for the water. The 
pump was a hard one, and it required ^11 of Joel's 
strength to make it " give down " but he triumphed 
at last and brought the water to his instructor, who 
drank a portion and thanked him for it. 

" Well, now, that is your first lesson," said he. 
** Your going for the water was obliging me, and 
therefore useful. You see that it is very easy, 
don't you.?" 

" Yes," said Joel, •* if a little thing like that is 
doing something." 

" Certainly it is. Your going did me good ; and 
it did you good, also, because your mind was in- 
terested in it, and your body was exercised by 
working away at that hard old pump." 

Joel dwelt upon it seriously. 

"And now," said the little basket-maker, "you 
will do more for me if you will take this knife, and 
go over there, where you see the willows, and cut 
me some twigs, that I may prepare them for my 
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baskets. I want you to consider, now, before you 
go, that you are really about to do something, and 
go willingly, if you go at all." 

Joel thought a moment, his face brightened up, 
and then, taking the knife, he went off in pursuit 
of the twigs. The little basket-maker smiled, and 
a word, that sounded like "saved," trembled on 
his lips. Joel was gone some time, but returned 
with an armful of the basket-stuff, his brow sweat- 
ing and his face flushed, and placed his burden 
where he was directed, receiving again the thanks 
of his instructor. 

" What is your name } " asked the little teacher ; 
** I forgot to inquire before." 

"Joel Thrall." 

"Well, Joel, my name is Tom Withers. We 
will be friends, won't we.^ Trust me and I will 
show you how you can be happy, even in Spruce- 
ville. It must depend upon yourself, though. I 
can only give you the lessons. Here is something 
from the good Book which may help you : ' What- 
soever thy hand has to do, do it with thy might.' 
You must find something to do, and then put your 
heart in it." 

Joel listened with the deepest attention, and felt 
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satisfaction in the fact, that he had really done 
something. Soon, Tom's mother, who was a widow 
and a very cheerful person, came in, and Joel was 
very kindly greeted by her. Then the school was 
dismissed, and the boys came rushing in to see 
Tom, some bringing him flowers, and all showing 
the warmest affection for him. They were hail 
fellow, well met, with Joel at once, and he felt an 
interest in them through their attention to the 
lame boy. He had, he thought, never experienced 
such a time of enjoyment as he was then experi- 
encing. It sprung from a new fount. The boys 
were all invited up to the homestead, with a good 
prospect of their coming, and after they were gone, 
Joel took a piece of bread and butter, and a cup of 
cold water, which he brought from the pump, with 
Tom, and stayed until it was late in the afternoon. 
When Joel returned home he astonished every- 
body. He bounded in with a joyous cry, kissed 
his aunt a half-dozen times, rushed out where 
the girl was churning in the shade, and, seizing the 
dasher, thrashed away at it like a water-wheel, 
darted off to open the gates for the farm hands 
coming in from the fields, and did so many 
things that they might have thought him de- 
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merited, did he not wear a face all radiant with 
happiness, and his eyes were bright with the good 
spirit that animated him. Then he told his aunt 
the story of his day's adventure and of his resolu- 
tion for commencing a new life, which he stuck to 
like a man. 

He went every day to see his instructor whose 
words gave him great encouragement, but lost no 
time in studying out something to do. He would 
go to the field with the farmers, among whom he 
was a great favorite ; go fishing with the Spruce^ 
ville boys when they came to see him which was 
quite often ; always doing something, and was the 
happiest little fellow in the world, his aunt said. 
He now felt no wish to go home, though letters 
had come asking him to return. He had procured 
clothes of the rough and ready kind, suited to his 
farm-life, and when he heard that his family were 
coming to the homestead, he made no change to 
receive them. 

One day a private carriage was driven up to the 
door, and some finely-dressed ladies were prepar- 
ing to get out, when a tanned, rough-looking, 
straw-hatted boy stepped up to assist them, whose 
services they declined, and passed in, the boy fol- 
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lowing them with a very amused expression on his 
face. They took no more notice of him than to 
wonder why one of the farm-hands, evidently, had 
presumed to enter the parlor, until one of the 
younger ladies cried out : ** Why, ma, 'tis Joel ! " 

And such a surprise as it was to all of them to 
see so great a change in him ! The pale, moody, 
indolent, fretful boy was now as ruddy as a Williams 
apple, showing, through a surface of sun tan, an 
altogether different being from the one who had 
left home two months before, and Aunt Miriam 
had not words enough to praise him. His family 
were somewhat disappointed at finding him so very 
rustic, as if he had been planted and come up in a 
potato field, but he would not yield his taste to 
theirs, except on Sundays, when he would appear 
in his best clothes. 

Joel had to return to his home in order to finish 
his education, but he declared that he would come 
back to the old homestead, when he became a man, 
which he did, and was for many years one of the 
most honored and respected men in the Granite 
State, always using his influence and money for 
good, and never forgetting little Tom Withers, who 
bad set his steps in the right direction for useful- 
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ness. Poor Tom did not live many years, but the 

life he led was saintly, and Aunt Thrall made his 

last days comfortable by every means in her power. 

. • • • • 

Moulton received the customary ovation of boot- 
heels as he closed, showing that serious things, as 
well as comical, may find favor in the mind of the 
boy. The customary opportunity was given for 
comment, but no one had anything to say except 
Ike, who said he had all his life been doing some- 
thing, but this Joel fellow had knocked him higher 
than a kite, which remark caused much amuse- 
ment. 

"I have seen," said the president, "that Charley 
Weeks has been taking notes all through the read- 
ing, and I shall appoint him at the next meeting, 
either to read us something out of the book, or 
something out of his own head." 

Weeks held up his head, pale but proud. 

Then after appointing a committee to confer 
with Captain Bob, and fix the value of certain fuel, 
secretly supplied by the said Captain Bob from his 
own woodpile, the Sodality was about to adjourn, 
when, — 

"Mr. President," said Captain Bob, "regarding 
the wood, I wouldn't" — 
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" The Sodality is adjourned," interposed the 
president, — ** Captain Bob will please confer with 
the committee." 

The captain didn't exactly like the idea of being 
snubbed, but good-naturedly defied any committee 
to get to windward of him, and they all passed out 
into the night, having enjoyed a very pleasant 
evening, as well satisfied with themselves as if they 
were the representatives of a nation, holding an 
evening session of a quarrelsome parliament 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

WHAT THE NOTES BETOKENED. 

THE small rain of the first of the week had 
frozen upon the body of snow that covered 
Mason's Hill, and the coasting was better than it 
had been for years. Every evening the boys had 
enjoyed it, with their double-runner, and they came 
together, at their Sodality meeting, glad for the 
momentary rest it was to afford. They were all 
there, notwithstanding the attraction outside, and 
it was considered strange, by those who knew of 
the formation of the society, that it should have 
held together so long. But it had been originated 
by themselves and therefore, was highly regarded, 
while the ten cents* admission fee was not to be 
thrown away by abandonment of the idea. Had 
their meetings been held in a grand hall, tastefully 
and elaborately decorated, the place would not 
have had half the merit in their eyes as did the 
little boat-house loft, with the kindly association of 
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Captain Bob. They had given them a fixed habit 
of punctuality and decorum, also, and had a marked 
effect on their lives, as any one reduced to half an 
eye could have seen. If anything was required of 
them at home on their night of meeting, they 
pleaded the necessity for their attending as gravely, 
and perhaps with as much truth, as older ones 
whose presence at a lodge was pronounced indis- 
pensable, and they were permitted to go willingly. 
This, however, did not add to their interest, be- 
cause a full-blooded human boy needs opposition 
to a thing to render it thoroughly enjoyable. 

When they assembled on their accustomed even- 
ing, they were greeted by a new surprise which 
they hailed with intense satisfaction. Captain Bob, 
in his travels about town, had discovered among 
some brass at a foundry an old binnacle lantern, 
which he had supplied with a burner, and secured 
two cross-pieces, about a couple of feet long, to the 
bottom of it, on the several points of which he had 
placed a small lamp, and this he had suspended by 
a rope from the peaked top of the roof, the " chan- 
ticleer," as the captain had termed a similar 
article, shedding quite a shadow over the scene 
below, but lighting the upper part splendidly. He 
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had fastened to the ridge-pole a block about as big 
as a fifteen-cent cocoa-nut, through which the roj)e 
was reeved that sustained the chandelier, the end 
of which was brought down to a cleat on one side, 
and the captain showed the boys how easily it 
could be lifted and lowered, at which they were 
much delighted. 

" Now," said the captain, defiantly, " I'd like to 
have you show me a hall better provided than 
ours." 

*' Captain Bob," said Walters, "Holmes and I 
are a committee to consult with you about the 
wood of your own that you have burnt, and to pay 
you for it out of the funds." 

"You're the committee, are you?" replied the 
captain, " and a nice committee, too. Well, when 
my woodpile gives out, I'll call on you to help me 
fill it So you'd better report progress, and ask for 
further time." 

" But, captain," — 

" There, there, my hearties, that's enough. The 
question's closed." 

The president had now taken his place, and the 
tinkle of his bell brought all the members to their 
places. 
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** Now," said he, " we shall learn what Master 
Weeks, junior, was taking notes of the other night. 
The Sodality will listen to Weeks, whom I have 
already appointed our entertainer." 

The reader had seated himself near the box, ex- 
pecting to be called, and when he heard his name 
he stood right up to his work. 

" What the president thought were notes," said 
he, ''were merely jottings of something I was 
thinking of writing, — if I could only do it, — about 
a little chap I know who got into lots of trouble 
last summer, because he hadn't anything to do. 
The story Moulton read from the Log- Book was 
just in the same vein, and it kind o' stirred me up 
with its suggestions. I wanted to get in two other 
points, where he was struck by lightning and had 
a narrow escape from drowning, but I was afraid 
of wearying, even by telling too much truth. I 
have given, as a title to my rhyme, — 

Little Ned : 

The Boy who didfCt know what to do with himself • 

Little Ned was a comical elf, 

Who didn't know what to do with himsel£ 

Left alone to his pranks and play, 

He got in trouble every day ; ! 
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Going around from this to that, 
Now stoning the gander, now teasing the cat, 
Driving the poultry crazy with fear, 
Pulling the sleepy pigs by the ear, 
Tying the tails of the cows together, 
Plucking the geese for a bonnet-feather. 
Trapping the pigeons with slip-noose strings^ 
Doing all sorts of mischievous things : 
And all because the comical elf 
Didn't know what to do with himself. 

He seated himself, to rest and think. 

On the curb where the cattle came to dHnk, 

And soon old *^ Bones,'' his grand' ther's mare^ 

Wishing to quaff the waters there. 

Thrust in her nose, when little Ned 

Gave her a smart cut on the head ; 

And there she stood, with great round eyes. 

Looking at him with grave surprise. 

Saying, as plainly as looks could say, 

" What do you mean, now, any way ? 

" Isn't this small business, now, 

My needed drink to disallow ? " 

But Ned sat there, the curb beside^ 

And all her mute appeals denied ; 

Until, grown weary, leave he gave. 

And, while she quaffed the cooling wave, 

He touched her heeltaps with his stick, 

When, kicking back, with motion quick, 

Ned found himself, right speedily. 

Up in a near-by apple-tree. 

More scared than hurt, and then climbed down* 

Giving old ^* Bones " a distant frown. 

Thinking, wisely, that 'twere not best 

Her equineimity to test. (Laughter,) 
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Then the big gobbler he descried, 

Strutting around with airy pride. 

Out from his coat a kerchief red 

He took, and o'er the gobbler's head 

Waved a defiance : like a flash 

On came the turkey with a dash. 

With eyes fierce flashing, wings outspread. 

And made a charge on little Ned, 

Who, not dreaming such event. 

Received the shock, and down he went ! (LaughUr.) 

The turkey raised a fearful storm 

About the youngster's prostrate form. 

But Ned refused to scream or cry, 

And fought the gobbler, " hip and thigh.'' 

'Tis rare such fighting vim appears 

As Ned's, at barely seven years, 

And soon the foe, compelled to yield. 

Left him full master of the field. 

This were enough for one day's work— 
Kicked by a horse and fought by a Turk,— 
But, like the old-time monarch tough, 
Ned had not won fields enough, 
And longed for more, so down he roamed, 
To where the mighty river foamed. 
Feeling that here he might command 
Something not known upon the land. 

Uncertain still, the comical elf 
Didn't know what to do with himself 
He strolled along the pebbly shore, 
Rolling the kelpy boulders o'er. 
Chasing crabs in the little docks. 
Tearing star-fish from the rocks, 
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Skipping thin stone-chips on the tide^ 
Seeing the graceful wherries glide, 
Until a fisher's boat he reached, 
Fresh from late adventure, beached. 

Therein were fish of many a land, 

For human appetite designed : 

Haddock, and cod, and cusk, and hakc^ 

To broil, or fry, or boil, or bake ; 

And, in among the slime and wet, 

Was something Ned had never met : 

A shining thing, of greenish black, 

With jointed armor on its back. 

Its eyes protruding, smellers long, 

And two great claws, alive and stroi^ 

Thrashing here and there about. 

As if to force a passage out. 

HeM often lobsters seen, had Ned, 

But this was black, and they were red ; 

And so, not being lobster, he 

Deemed it some fishy mystery. (LaugkUK) 

He watched it shyly at the first. 

For he a curious nature nursed ; 

But, as he looked, he felt the wish 

That he might better know the fish, 

— Shake hands with it, and wherefore not?— 

And get acquainted on the spot 

So feeling, first, but half in joke. 

He gave the curious fish a poke— 

A gentle touch — then, growing bold, 

He of the fish's claw took hold. 

Which opened on him in a trice. 

And gripped his hand as 'twere a viae ; 
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Amazed, confined, but undismayed, 

His free hand sought the other's aid, 

— Striving his fingers to withdraw — 

But caught was by the t'other claw ! {Laughter.) 

And there he hung, in woful plight, 

Roaring for help with all his might. 

Feeling, with pain he could not stand. 

That he had got too much on hand. {Laughter.) 

Feeling, also, the comical elf, 

That he had lots to do with himself, 

And that it was about time to begin 

To do it up while his hand was in. {Laughter.") 

The fisherman came to the relief 

Of little Ned, thus brought to grief; 

But not a moment did he stay : 

" Enough for me," said he, " to-day. 

Floored by<a turkey, and kicked by a horse. 

Caught by a lobster's claws — that's worse, — 

And I will never turkeys try, 

Until they're baked in Christmas pie ; 

And horses' heels I'll never dare. 

Unless they velvet slippers wear ; 

And as for lobsters, I shall pause 

Until they're boiled, ere I touch their claws.** 

{Laughter,) 

• • • • • 

Weeks received that sole ovation from the boys, 
which had been bestowed upon the others, and the 
usual five minutes were allowed for talking about 
the production. 

" Twas a good thing," said the president 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




Little Ned Shakes Hands with a Queer Fish. Page 214. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WHAT THE NOTES BETOKENED. 21$ 

" First-rate," responded Ike, " I guess we could 
have stood the lightning and the drowning." 

'•Well," said Weeks, "'twas true about them, 
too. Ned went out one evening after the cows, 
which had broken through the fence into a 
meadow, and before he could find them it had 
grown quite darL A thunder-shower came up in 
the meantime, and being uneasy about him, his 
family sent a man in search of him. He had got 
under a tree for protection from the rain, when a 
bolt came down that shivered the tree and laid him 
out stiff as a poker. They found him there on the 
ground, and 'twas three days before he knew the 
town he was in. The drowning scrape was one 
time when he went out on a log to get some pond- 
lilies and fell off. People who saw him fall in, ran 
to rescue him, and found him, head down in the 
water, with his boots on top, clinging to the roots 
below." 

" He's escaped for some other fete,** remarked 
Drown. 

"Perhaps so. I debated in my own mind 
whether to write it in prose or poetry." 

" You did ! " said Captain Bob, " then you were 
something like the traveller who reached the forked 
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roads, and asked a man near by which he should 
take. * Well/ was the reply, * if you take either, 
you'll be sorry you didn't take 'tother before you've 
got a mile.' " 

Weeks pondered the comparison as if he thought 
it were not complimentary, but the captain assured 
him that he liked the poem very much, and that to 
bring in a little poetry now and then, gave a better 
relish to prose, like Halford's sauce on fish, with 
which explanation Weeks was satisfied. 

"The only criticism that I shall make," said 
the president, " is, that you should not have writ- 
ten in the word 'laughter,' as you did. The 
listeners could see well enough where the laugh 
came in." 

" But," said Weeks, " we see the same thing in 
all speeches, and more than half the time we can't 
see what there is to laugh at." 

" Very true, but the reporters suppose a laugh is 
intended, and put the word in, hit or miss." 

" I'll remember that, next time." 

" And now," said the president, " if the Sodality 
can leave the examination of that chandelier, for 
which we are very grateful to Captain Bob, we will 
adjourn." 
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The adjournment was declared, and the Sodality 
left for half an hour's coasting on the hill, while 
the captain, in a sort of suicidal determination, 
blew out his lights. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2l8 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 



CHAPTER XV. 

ANOTHER ROUGH NIGHT. 

HOW the wind howled and hissed along the 
frozen surface of the Creek, and spent its fury 
upon the boat-house, which rocked almost like a 
ship at sea under its fierce attacks ! And the snow, 
how it came upon the gale and piled itself along 
the shore, rearing embankments upon the avenue 
leading to the hall, as if to repel the Sodality, dash- 
ing itself in the boy's faces, and behaving itself in 
a very rude and hostile manner ! But though the 
season was forbidding, there was no power in the 
elements, sufficient to prevent the attendance of 
the ardent young spirits, on this their accustomed 
night, but one element was lacking, at which they 
wondered. A very essential element it was, too, 
the absence of which was a more serious prevent- 
ive of their gathering than the storm. Captain 
Bob was not at hand, and they found the hall dark 
and the fire unlit. They feared that the "em- 
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barge " in the back had been laid on again, and a 
committee was sent to his house to learn regarding 
it and receive the key, while the Sodality huddled 
together on the lee-side of the building and waited 
their return. When they gained admittance, the 
committee reported that Captain Bob had left 
for town in the morning and had not returned, 
which was a very singular circumstance, as Mrs. 
Davitt had informed them, but he would probably 
be with them before the evening was done. 

The weather was cold, and the boys, with coats 
and mittens on, crowded around the stove, which 
soon began to send out heat under the management 
of Holmes. A lamp had been previously lighted, 
and things looked decidedly cheerful. The chan- 
delier was lowered by the joint eflFort of the boys, 
its lights added to the rest, and hoisted to its place, 
and things were as " ship-shape " as if prepared by 
the hands of Capt. Bob himself. Without coming 
to order, they sat there hearing the wind roar 
about the little building, as if it were trying to get 
in, and was angry with disappointment. At an 
extremely heavy gust, which it seemed impossible 
to resist, the outer door flew open with a slam 
which brought them all to their feet. A half dozen 
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of them rushed to secure the door, which was done 
after a great struggle ; and they reported, on their 
return, that the snow was increasing, and there 
was a bare probability that they would have to stay 
there all night. 

" I don't care," said one ; " 'twould be jolly fun 
to be snowed in, with fire enough to keep us 
warm." 

" We shouldn't be in so bad a fix," said another, 
**as the boys in Drown's story were, who were 
sheltered by the hemlock-tree." 

" How it does blow ! " said a timid voice. 

*'Hope Capt. Bob won't get smothered in the 
drift," said another. 

These and other remarks were being made, 
when the door flew open again, and the cheerful 
voice of the captain was heard upon the stairs, to 
the great delight of all, even of those who pro- 
fessed pleasure at the prospect of staying there 
all night ; and, a moment after, he came in, 
looking like a great north bear, covered with 
snow. He was greeted with a cheer, and the 
boys gathered round him. 

" I saw the light of your binnacle-lamp," said he, 
"firom up here in the street, and, after saying a 
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word to mother, came right down. Awful night, 
isn't it?" 

They were all ready to admit this; and one 
questioned the cause of his absence. 

" I never before," said the captain, with a very 
quizzical expression of countenanc, " have been so 
put upon as I have been to-day." 

"How?" was shouted in a chorus of inquiry, 
each one feeling willing to rush out into the night, 
bad as it was, to avenge any outrage on their 
friend. 

" I was put upon the jury," he responded, laugh- 
ing at his own wit, in which they all joined, " and 
couldn't get away till now. But I thought of you, 
and wondered if you would meet and how you 
would get along ; but I felt no uneasiness about 
you." 

•* Hear that ! " said one, as the gale seemed to 
take hold of the house and shake it with both 
hands. 

** Yes," replied the captain ; " there hasn't been 
a gale like it since the stone pig-stye blew down." 

" The stone pig-stye ? " 

** Yes. Well, it isn't much of a story, but I will 
tell it to you. Old Farmer Symmes, over to Cape 
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Neddick, had a very nice young daughter, as pretty 
as a pink, and he also had a stone pig-stye, which 
he had built himself out of his own head, as he 
told people, and he was as proud of one as he was 
of the other. There was a young farmer very 
sweet on the Symmes girl, and they set a heap by 
each other; but the young man was poor, and 
when he asked the farmer for his daughter, he said 
* No,' decidedly ; that his stone pig-stye should 
blow down first, and when that happened he would 
give his consent. This was a hard case, — harder, 
the young people thought, than the stones of the 
stye ; but they kept up a good heart, hoping the 
old man would relent. But he stuck like a poor 
man's plaster to his resolution, and two years 
passed by. During the latter part of these two 
years Farmer Symmes was growing sick with some 
sort of bronchial trouble, and the young folks were 
afraid he would die without giving his consent. 
One day there came up a terrible thunder-storm, 
with a deluge of rain, the worst that had ever been 
known, and, by some means or other, the water 
formed a channel right under the walls of the stone 
pig-stye that was on the side of a sandy hill. It 
gullied the dirt away on which the foundation 
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rested, and by-and-by came a tornado that took 
trees up by the roots, and, right in the midst of it, 
a crash which shook the farmer's house. He was 
confined to his bed, and, as he beard the sound, he 
shouted for his daughter. * What noise is that ? ' 
he asked, as she appeared. 'The stone pig-stye 
has blown down, father,' she said, with an eager ex- 
pression in her eye. The old man thought a few 
moments. * Send for John,' he said, * the terms 
are complied with.' John wasn't so far off that it 
needed an express to bring him ; and, when he 
came in, the old man united their hands, and died 
asking a blessing for them." 

"Well, did John marry her?" asked Booker, 
who was considered as rather dull 

" Why, of course," said Drown. " You don't sup- 
pose he was going to give her up, when the stone 
wall that had divided them was down, do you ? He 
would have been a flat." 

** Well, the captain didn't say so." 

"My lad/' said the captain, "you are like the 
old lady to whom her husband was reading an 
account of a fatal accident that happened to a man. 
He was blowed up in a powder-mill, and when he 
came down, they found, the reporter said, the vital 
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flame had gone out and life was extinct. * Well, 
did it kill him ? ' asked the old lady. ' Really, my 
dear/ replied her husband, * it doesn't say.* ** 

Booker didn't look happy. 

**Now," said the captain, "here I am taking 
your valuable time, when you may be doing some- 
thing to make this stormy evening as pleasant as if 
it were June. Suppose, Mr. President, we have a 
taste of the old book?" 

" Thank you, captain ; that was just what I was 
thinking. We will go right about it Mun Storer 
will take the desk." 

He rang the bell; the boys' coats were left 
steaming by the stove as they took their seats, and 
the force of the wind seemed to have abated as 
they sat talking. Storer was a grave boy, and he 
took his place at the desk, or box, with a deep 
sense of the responsibility of his position. Each 
one had been allowed to select for himself what he 
should read, but the majority wished that he might 
choose something funny, and a voice was heard, 
that sounded very much like Ike's, saying, *' Mun, 
put the ginger into it." This was rebuked by the 
president's bell; and Storer, having made his 
selection, proceeded: — 
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The Black Fairy. 

A widow and her two boys lived near a dark 
forest, a good way from any neighbor, and far from 
any public road. The path to her cottage was 
across a wide field ; and though, in the pleasant 
seasons, some one walked the path every day, 
when the winter storms came, a week and more 
sometimes would pass without intercourse between 
the widow and her neighbors. The school house 
was distant, and the boys stayed at home most of 
the time during the severe season, studying their 
school-books, which they had brought home for 
the purpose, and helping their mother. 

Although the neighbors did not visit the widow 
during the stormy weather, one visitor never failed 
to call upon her, however severe it might be, and 
this was Jack, a great Newfoundland dog, that be- 
longed to Squire Branscomb, who lived at a farm- 
house on the hill, more than a mile away. The 
dog had a strong affection for the boys, and they 
for him, and many a time would he go out into the 
forest with them, enjoying a ramble as well as they 
did, and taking part in all their boyish sports. 
The widow had no fears for her boys* safety when 
they were under the protection of Jack. 
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After a great fall of snow it was funny to see 
Jack come plunging through the drift, as white as a 
miller, capering about and rolling in it as if he 
liked it. When he reached the widow's house, he 
would run barking round it, as if to tell the boys 
he had come, and then scratch at the door for 
them to let him in, seeming, when admitted^, as 
glad to see them as if he had been absent a month. 
Sometimes the squire would tie some meat or 
bread to Jack's neck, and point toward the widow's, 
and then he would start gaily off with it, as if he 
knew all about it, as probably he did. 

Jack particularly delighted in the forest excur- 
sions, when the boys went to gather firewood for 
the winter, and enjoyed himself in watching their 
movements. They would try sometimes to fancy 
themselves lost in the forest, and get into the 
thickest part of it, away from the path, for they 
knew that Jack could find the way out if they 
could not One day they went into the wood far- 
ther than they had ever been before, and here they 
conceived the idea of making believe they were 
lost ; and from the way Jack regarded it he seemed 
to enter right into the spirit of the joke, running 
round and barking as if pretending he were lost, 
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too. They cut down a number of small spruce 
trees with a hatchet that they always carried into 
the forest, and then put them together the way 
Ae Indians made their wigwams, as they had seen 
in pictures, — bound together at the top, and the 
open spaces filled in with rushes and long grass, 
that grew near by. It made a very nice tent. 
Then they brought in bundles of grass and green 
branches for beds, and made the tent so comforta- 
ble, that they felt they had about as lief get lost as 
not To all this Jack seemed to assent, as he 
stretched himself on the soft grass, almost hidden, 
through openings in which his eyes shone laugh* 
ingly in sympathy with his friends. But they got 
tired of the fun at last^ and went home^ Jack acting 
as pilot. 

Among many other things which the boys did 
in the forest, they set traps for rabbits and birds, 
in which they seldom caught anything, but were 
always hoping to. The winter was about setting 
in, and there had been a light fall of snow, through 
which they detected the tracks of rabbits, and, 
getting their mother's consent, they went into the 
woods to inspect their traps, and see if no small 
animals or birds had got into them. Jack was not 
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with them, as he had that day gone with his mas- 
ter on pressing business in another direction. 
Jack enjoyed going to town very much, to keep 
the run of fashion, and know what was going on 
in the world ; but if he had thought what trouble 
his absence was to cause, he would doubtless have 
remained at home. It was just before dinner 
when the boys decided to go, and they had taken 
a part of the food which was upon the table along 
with them, receiving their mother's injunction to 
be home early. 

They went away very happily, and soon so 
busied themselves with inspecting old traps and 
making new ones, that they took no heed of sur- 
roundings. They had gone far into the forest, and 
the sun, which was bright when they left home^ 
was now covered with clouds. The trees began 
to rock, and a whirl of snow told them that a sud- 
den storm was upon them. They then attempted 
to retrace their steps, but, with the snow blinding 
them, they found this difficult. There was no 
trodden path to guide them, and they wandered on 
and on, until they became hopeless. They felt 
that they were now really lost, and lamented the 
absence of Jack, who was so much wiser than 
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they in a dilemma of this kind. They feared that 
they should die in the forest, and never see their 
mother again. But they kept walking and walking, 
until they were so tired they could scarcely move ; 
but just as they were sinking down on the ground, 
one of them made a discovery. 

** See here ! " said he to his brother ; " here is 
our Indian hut, which we made last summer ! ** 

" So it is," cried the other, joyfully ; " and we 
will go into it and stay till the storm is over. I 
guess it will not snow much." 

So they went in, and found it just as they had left 
it, — as nice a little hut as need be for protection 
against the snow and wind. They heard the wind 
roaring among the trees around them, and as they 
peeped out of their door, soon after, they could 
scarcely see a foot beyond for the flying snow. 
By and by it grew darker, and thus they knew that 
night was coming on ; but they were brave boys, 
and had talked so much about the danger of being 
lost in the woods, that, though anxious, they were 
not down-hearted. Their greatest trouble was for 
their poor mother, who, they knew, would be al- 
most crazed on their account. Then they ate a 
part of their dinner, and, scraping together the 
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grass of the summer, which was now hay, lay 
down upon it, spreading a part of it over them, and 
went to sleep. 

The next morning, when they awoke and tried 
to look out, they found their hut entirely covered 
with snow. They could merely get a peep-hole, 
through which they could see that the snow was 
still falling, and were glad to close the aperture 
they had made ; and then they began to feel dis- 
couraged. They were only ten and twelve years 
old, respectively, and many an older heart would 
have sunk under such dismal circumstances — 
shut up in darkness, with no hope of escape. 
The eldest tried to encourage hope in the other, 
which he hardly dared to entertain himselt 

"Cheer up. Bub," he said; *Mon*t cry. There 
will be some good fairy coming along at the right 
time to save us." 

The poor fellow cheered up a little at this, and 
they ate the small balance of their yesterday's din- 
ner. The air was very close in the hut, covered 
up as it was by the snow. Then the eldest took 
the longest stick he could find among the dried 
branches, and, getting upon the other's back, man- 
aged to push a hole through the drift on top ; but 
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the snow blew in so that he was glad to thrust in 
his cap to keep it out. 

So they passed another day and night, and in 
the morning they were both very sad. They 
thought of their mother, and how she must grieve 
for them; and wondered if they would be found 
when the snow was gone, and the grass was green ; 
and how good old Jack would feel when he should 
see them. They were brooding over these and 
many other melancholy fancies, when they heard a 
great scratching and whining overhead, where the 
cap was, and in another moment a large hole was 
made through the roof, through which sunlight 
came, and a dog's black head was seen in the 
opening, with a pair of bright eyes looking down 
upon them ; and a joyful bark was heard, which 
said, as plainly as a dog could speak, " Don't give 
up ; I am here to look after you." 

Then Jack — for it was indeed Jack — set up a 
furious barking outside, as if urging some one to 
hurry along, and then would run away, and in a 
minute return to take another look at them. 

"It is our fairy," cried the eldest. "We are 
saved, Bub, by the fairy, as I told you we would be. 
Good Jack ! dear Jack ! bully Jack ! Ten thou- 
sand thanks. Jack ! " 
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Then Jack nuzzled in the snow, and whined, and 
pushed his head further in, but dared not jump. 
Voices were heard outside now, and soon the boys 
knew that men were shovelling their way towards 
them. They felt that they were now to be saved, 
and cried and shouted for joy. The men outside 
heard them and worked the faster, till by and by 
a shovel made an opening into the side of the tent, 
and Jack's master, the Squire, leaped in, followed 
by Jack, whose joy was boundless as he saw his 
friends again. He seemed fully to understand the 
situation. He leaped upon them, kissed them over 
and over again, raced about the tent like a whirl- 
wind, and came back to caress them again, and 
barked, in short sentences, his delight at their 
escape. Those who found them were scarcely less 
rejoiced, and the widow received them to her arms 
again with unutterable thankfulness. 

She had gone through the snow and told the 
loss of her boys to the neighbors, who all lent 
their aid to find them when the storm had ceased. 
They would never have been found, however, if 
Jack had not gone with them. He had remem- 
bered the tent in the forest, and, guessing the 
object of the search, had gone away immediately 
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to find it, which he succeeded in doing and his 
barking called the neighbors to it. 

The widow embraced Jack as the deliverer of her 
boys, which favor he received very modestly, and 
was always thereafter the most welcome visitor to 
her house. He maintained his friendship for the 
boys until a ripe old age, and always bore the 
title which they gave him of the Black Fairy. 
• • • • • 

The story was well received, though there was 
an anxious listening to the tempest outside, as it 
proceeded ; but at its close, the captain, who had 
gone out prospecting, returned with the welcome 
intelligence that the snow had ceased, and the 
moon was doing its best to scatter the clouds. 
This was gladly heard, as, after all that had been 
said about staying there, a warm bed at home 
were much better than a billet by the stove, though 
it might be something to talk about afterwards. 

" I wish," said Ike, " the moon would come in 
the morning, and help scatter the snow from my 
sidewalk." 

This sentiment was echoed very generally, when 
the President gave the concluding tinkle to the 
bell, and all proceeded to roll themselves in their 
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several wraps, preparatory to daring the cold out- 
side. They found the sky clear, with the excep- 
tion of a few fleecy clouds, from which the snow 
had been shaken. The drift was slight, affording 
very little chance for their wallowing through it, 
which they would have preferred to smooth walk- 
ing, and, bidding the captain good night, they 
went home to relieve the minds of anxious parents 
as to their safety. 

" Good boys ! " said the captain to himself. " If 
they keep on as they have begun, they may live to 
become useful membranes of society, and be put 
upon the jury some time, perhaps, — the palladium 
of our constitution and by-laws, which, next to the 
habeas caucus, is the pride and glory of our free 
institutions/' 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE WINTER THAW. 

THE thaw in January which, in old times, could 
be relied on to appear as advertised, with 
almost as much certainty as the equinox, made a 
sloppy condition of things for the Sodality when it 
assembled at the old boat-house on the accustomed 
evening. The snow on the roof had hidden un- 
guarded crannies, and now, melting, it dropped in 
tiny streams to the floor below, making the atmos- 
phere damp and disagreeable in spite of the glow- 
ing stove, which Capt. Bob had heaped with fuel. 
The lamps seemed surrounded with a misty vapor 
which dimmed their light, and the "chandelier" cast 
a deeper shadow beneath, giving the scene a more 
successful obscurity than usual. Things were not 
cheerful without nor within, and even the captain's 
lyric sounded less spirited than it might, as he en- 
gaged himself in placing about some dippers and 
tin-pans which he had brought from the house. 
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wherein to receive the drops from the roof that 
pattered down incessantly. 

The boys dropped in, one after another, each 
with some story to tell of mishaps that had befallen 
him. One had been nearly buried in an avalanche 
from a roof, another had fallen into a cellar-way 
that had become thawed out, and Ike had slipped 
down an icy embankment, ten feet high, to find 
himself standing on his head at the bottom. 

"Did your brains run down into it?" asked 
Holmes, laughing. 

'* My eyes ! " said Burgin, as he staggered in 
with the book. " I tumbled into a gully out here as 
big as a hogshead. Look at my book." 

The book looked wet, and tolerably clean where 
the water had touched it. 

" This is one of the nights we read ot" said 
Walter. 

" In a book bound in watered muslin," Drown 
chimed in merrily. 

" Good for Drown ! " said Moody. 

" Yes," said Ike, " Drown is at home in water." 

"Well, Fve had a time of it," said President 
Whidden, coming in last, his boots full of water. 
" I found a fellow up here in the gutter, who fan- 
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cied he was a fish ; and» when I tried to help him 
up, begged me to be careful of his fins. He said 
I'd better let him swim for the present, and by-and- 
by some one would take him out with a dip-net." 

" Did you leave him there ? " asked Moulton. 

*' No. Mr. Gum came out and helped me get 
him on his feet, and he paddled off into the night." 

There was considerable laugh at the President's 
adventure, and the captain said it reminded him 
of old Mr. Wherrin, who was overcome just so, 
though not at that season of the year, and when 
asked by a sympathetic by-stander how he came 
there, said, as he sat up in the gutter and looked 
around, " Well, I agreed to meet a gentleman here." 

" Such accidents will happen," continued the 
captain, " and I have read a story somewhere of 
an old philosopher — one of those learned people 
who know a good deal about some things and a 
good deal less about some others — who found a 
man, one morning, flat on his back in front of his 
house. He roused the fellow up and shook him. 
* Say,' cried the learned man, * how did you come 
here } ' ' Not-with-standing,' was the reply. The 
answer was so funny that he went back to tell his 
wife of it She was up stairs, and he stood laugh- 
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ing like he'd split till she came down. ' What are 
you laughing at ? * she asked. She was not a very 
jolly person. 'Why/ he replied, roaring again, 
* I found a fellow out here lying on the sidewalk, 
and when I asked him how he came there, he said, 
" Nevertheless ! " Ha, ha, ha, — capital, wasn't it ? 
Ha, ha, ha.' She thought it over, and then said she 
couldn't see the least meaning in the reply. ' Well/ 
he answered, after thinking it over himself, *I 
confess it don't sound so funny as it did when he 
uttered it' " 

So the boys laughed and talked about the 
weather and kindred topics until the evening was 
nearly half gone; for it had been the custom, 
from the first, to indulge in this free intercourse, 
in order to better bear the restraint of listening. 
But a meagre sketch, however, has been given of 
this feature of the Sodality, drawn from the secre- 
tary's records, and these of a rather imaginary 
character. To present the principal incidents has 
been the chief idea of the author, who has been 
anxious to show how well good boys can behave 
when held together by rules of their own making. 

Right in the midst of a hilarious time over the 
captain's funny stories, and just as he was on the 
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point of telling another that would have proved a 
great deal superior, the bell sounded, and, in an 
instant, all were still. 

" I am about/' said the president, looking at 
Drown, "to name as the reader one whom you 
have heard before, and whose performance has 
given the greatest satisfaction. I know the Sodality 
will approve of my call upon him, as he has done 
so much to give interest to our meetings, who 
never opens his mouth to speak without saying 
something, and whose words are always' welcome 
to us. I appoint, as reader for the evening/' — 
still looking at Drown, —" Capt. Bob Davitt." 

The secretary had been wiping his glasses, and 
had pulled down his vest, preparatory to begin- 
ning ; but when he heard the name and the shout 
with which it was received, he colored very redly, 
and looked about half-vexed. He saw the joke, 
however, in a moment, and joined good-naturedly 
in the applause. The captain, thus honored by a 
call, was just then engaged in thrusting the point 
of the marlin'-spike into a chink of the wall, to 
form a support for the president's boots, which had 
been taken off, because so very wet ; and when he 
heard his name called, he dropped marlin'-spike. 
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boots and all, with a great noise, almost dropping, 
himself, from surprise. 

" Belay there ! — I mean, Mr. President," he 
said, with some confusion. '^You remind me of 
the cross-eyed butcher, who got a boy to hold a 
cow's horns while he knocked her on the head 
* Are you going to strike where you are looking ? 
the boy asked. ' Yes, of course,* said the man. 
' Then hold the cow yourself* said he ; * for you 
are looking at me.' The only difference between 
you and the butcher is that you strike where you 
are ftot looking. Tm not a good enough reader 
for the appointment, and, besides, I left my spec- 
tacles this afternoon down to Carter's ; but if spin- 
ning you a yam of my own may serve as a substi- 
tute, I think I can give you one that, though it may 
not be equal to old Joe's, may make the evening 
pass pleasantly. BesideSt it has the merit of being 
true ; and I've always noticed that stories which 
are true are very generally most reliable. I will 
call it ' The Break at Bow Dam.' " 

The boys manifested their approval of the ap- 
pointment in the usual way, and the president 
demanded attention to the c^tain^s story, who 
b^;an: — 
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''Thb Break at Bow Dam. 

^ There was great alarm in the town of Spindle, 
on a pleasant spring morning many years ago, as a 
man on horseback came riding into the town from 
up river, and shouted, as he went, * Bow Dam's 
down!' The people knew, if this had happened, 
that they would have to look out for themselves ; 
and so they all took up the cry, doing all they 
could to alarm their neighbors, and went to work 
as busily as they could to protect themselves 
against the inundation that must follow the break 
of the great dam, ten miles above. 

^Spindle is the 'jumping-ofT place* of Back 
River, where a wide dam is built that forms a large 
pond of the back water which is employed to run 
the factory. The river moved calmly by Millet, 
leaving enough of its water to turn the factory 
wheels by means of a canal, and taking little 
more notice of it Its real business was with Spin- 
dle further down, built upon and around the ledge 
over which the waters tumbled to join the bay at 
the head of Swift River below, some fifty feet, 
making quite a waterfall. Old people used to tell 
ci times when the salmon dashed up these falls 
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in great numbers, before the Spindle dam was built; 
and the fish were so plenty that, when a boy was 
bound as an apprentice, his master was required, by 
the indentures, to feed him with something besides 
salmon two days in the week. Now our ' epicacs * 
can't get enough of it. They would have it at 
every meal as well as every day ; and the scarcer 
it is, the more they will have it But, Lor' bless 
you, they wouldn't want it, if it was common, any 
more than the 'prentices did. 'Tis old Heliogaba- 
lus over again, — 

** * Heliogabalus, near the sea, 
Never a bit of fish ate he ; 
But Heliogabalus, far from sea, 
Would eat nought else but fish, would he.' 

"^ Well, Spindle was a very large and prosperous 
town, and the banks of the river had been covered 
with factories and machine-shops. There were 
some fine residences scattered along upon the 
banks of the stream, while the boarding-houses for 
the accommodation of the work-people were clus- 
tered near the factories. The dam was constructed 
upon the ledge, where it just tipped, and the waters, 
restrained, ran quietly through sluices to the differ- 
ent works ; but when the fall and spring rains fell, 
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they would rise to the top of the dam, and, like 
boys released from school, dash over with a great 
splurge and rush towards the river below, as if re- 
joicing to be free again. ' Twas a beautiful sight 
at such times, and the thunder of the water as it 
fell fairly shook the houses. About a hundred 
feet above this dam a bridge crossed the stream, 
which was part of the main street, and connected 
the two principal sections of the town. 

" At the little town of Bow, some ten miles above, 
upon Back River, where the stream ended, or be- 
gan, — depending very much on which way you 
were going, — was a number of small lakes that were 
owned by the factory company at Spindle. These 
had been cut off by a long dam which held back 
their waters for the dry season of summer, when 
the river should fail, and there was seldom, at the 
dryest times, a lack of water for the factories, 
through the supply from Bow. 

" And this is the way things stood on that morn- 
ing, when the man rode across the bridge, through 
Spindle, shouting that Bow Dam had broke. Then 
there grew a hubbub of the wildest confusion. 
People ran hither and yon as crazy as loons, — 
those who had nothing to lose as wild as those 
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who had. The factory people were dismissed, and 
came rushing out, — the women without bonnets, 
the men without coats, with cotton sticking all 
over them ; the schools were not held ; people at 
the wharves were trying to secure their lumber; 
merchants packed up their goods and hoisted them 
to upper stories; the factory company had large 
holes broken out in the back of one of their build- 
ings nearest to the dam, to save the water the 
trouble of doing it when it should arrive ; and the 
town selectmen, in their affright, didn't know 
whether they were on foot or horseback, but bus- 
tled about with a sort of dim idea that they were 
doing something. They did put a man up in the 
belfry of the schoolhouse to see when the water 
was coming, which they supposed was moving 
down like a solid wall ten feet high, as fhis they 
knew was the exact height of the dam. 

" All this that I have described was done in a 
very short time, with no wall of water as yet re- 
ported ; but those who had gathered by the bridge 
saw that the stream was rising and the speed of 
the current increasing every minute. The chair- 
man of the selectmen called out to the man in the 
belfiy, *HaUol' 
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** * Hallo ! ' was roared back through a speaking- 
trumpet ; the sentinel having, in former times, been 
an old mariner, and had taken his trumpet with 
him. 

« * Do you see it coming ?* 

"*Yes, sir/ 

*• ' Well, why didn't you say so ? * 

" * Because I couldn't exactly decide whether it 
was the water or Mrs. Donovan's bam, and I guess 
itis— ' 

"'Which?' 

" * Neither,' — after another look, — ' it must be 
the new ice-house.' 

" * Well, tell us when you see ft.* 

«*Ay, ay, sir.' 

''The chairman rushed away to bother some- 
body else, and old Jack, in the belfry, having taken 
a soothing-potion with him, went to sleep, holding 
the tongue of the bell that it might not disturb 
him. In the meantime the water was rising, and 
rolling rapidly, as the song says. The river was 
narrower at the dam, and the tide put for it like a 
racer. Over it rushed and roared with a noise like 
thunder. The water had now risen nearly up to 
the stringers, and then arose in the minds of the 
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selectmen the mighty question : Whether they 
should cut the bridge away, or leave it to wrestle 
with the tide ? They decided upon the former, 
and already were sturdy arms bared, ready, with 
axes and saws, to send the fabric down stream, 
when a voice came up through a hole in the bridge, 
shouting : * Hold on ! * 

•* * What's the matter ? ' said the chairman, on his 
hands and knees, thrusting his face down into the 
hole. 

«* There's no need of cutting it. The tide's 
stopped rising.' 

** * Hold on ! ' said the chairman, scrambling up, 
just as one was going to strike. * I guess we will 
try to save the property. According to my judg- 
ment the danger is about over.' 

** How grand he looked as he stood there allaying 
fear; and, upon the strength of his position, he 
could have stepped right into another year's pos- 
session of his office if he had chosen, with not a 
question asked. 

" * How is it now ? ' said he, dropping on his knees 
and speaking to the one on the other side of the hole. 

***A11 right/ was the reply; 'water fallen six- 
teenth of an inch in five minutes.' 
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" * It is my opinion that the danger has passed/ 
said the chairman, rising to his feet. 

** The bridge was being severely tried ; the rush- 
ing water against the stringers making it writhe 
and shake, and no one dared venture a foot upon 
it. Fragments of small buildings, hay-cocks, wood- 
piles, fences, trees, came sweeping down, passing 
under the bridge, which sucked them ravenously 
in, and a moment after they were thrown over the 
dam to be swallowed up and torn apart by the 
raging waters of the cataract 

" * Here comes a cradle ! ' shouted a boy in a tree 
near by ; * and there's something alive in it/ he 
continued, after a moment's earnest looking. 

"Soon the object came in sight, whirling and 
pitching in the fearful current, and there was evi- 
dently some moving object in the frail ark, the 
destruction of which seemed inevitable, so far as 
any means of rescue were concerned. Whatever 
it might be, it swept on to its doom, exciting the 
deepest interest, while the boy who had made the 
discovery climbed down the tree like a cat ; and, in 
spite of all people could do to hinder him, jumped 
upon the bridge, and rushed out to the point 
where he thought the cradle must come. It could 
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be seen that it was but a rough pine-box with some 
living tenant moving about it, and the excitement 
on both sides of the river now centred in the brave 
boy and the occupant of the cradle. Could he save 
it, or would they go together over the dam ? With 
his eye bent steadily on the approaching object, he 
looked neither to the right nor the left. He calcu- 
lated nicely where the tide would take it ; and, as 
it approached, he threw himself upon a projecting 
plank just as the angry tide was about to draw it 
beneath the bridge ; and, reaching quickly down, 
seized his prize, whatever it was, and stood up, 
holding it in his arms. A great shout arose as he 
passed over the bridge, and everybody was eager 
to see what he had got. Removing it from under 
his jacket, he showed them a little white pig, a few 
weeks old, that gave a gentle little squeak as it 
was uncovered. 

** The water abated ; no damage was done be- 
yond what a people wild with fear had done to 
themselves ; they went about their business, and 
one could not have imagined a thore quiet place, or 
dreamt that so great an excitement could have so 
lately existed there. About four o'clock in the 
afternoon Trunion, the old salt in the belfry, 
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awoke, and, scrambling to bis feet, looked up tbe 
river to see if the water was approaching. Noting 
that everything looked all right, be thought he 
must report the fact to the earth below ; so, seizing 
bis trumpet, he gave a hail that almost shook tbe 
houses. 

«*Ahoy!' he shouted. 

** There came no response, and he peered over 
the belfry railing with a bewildered air. People 
hearing his cry had rushed out, thinking it was a 
cry of fire. 

« * What is it ? ' at last one yelled. 

" * What is it ? ' said he. * Have you been to 
sleep ? Bow Dam's broke ; that's what it is, and 
you'll be all drowned in ten minutes ! ' 

" They made considerable fun of the old fellow, 
until he got so angry that he came down to chas- 
tise them, and found they had all disappeared. He 
was somewhat perplexed to find it so late in the 
afternoon, — a very singular circumstance, he 
thought, at that time of day, — and wondered 
when the freshet would be along, and was more 
surprised when told that he had been asleep six 
hours up in the belfry. 

<« The dam had indeed brokeui but the meadows 
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and low lands along the river bank had received 
the water, and thus saved the town from a flood. 
It b a very fortunate thing, let me tell you, ship- 
mates, that water, like a good many human beings, 
likes to make as great a spread as possible. So it 
was with Bow Dam." 

The boys were loud in their approval of the 
story, which pleased the captain very much, — more 
from consciousness that he had satisfied them than 
from any feeling of vanity, — and the five minutes 
for reflection and comment had almost expired. 

" That was a first-rate yam," said the president, 
*' and we all thank you very much, captain. It is 
just the thing for a sloppy night This is a mighty 
bad thaw, isn't it?" 

" Yes," replied the captain, '* and it puts me in 
mind of the thaws they have in Connecticut, where 
the water comes into the houses so that the occu- 
pants leave its mark on the walls to compare one 
year with another. One man down there, of great 
veracity, told me that it often happens in the 
spring that families navigate the lower parts of 
their houses in tubs, going in flotillas to the 
dinner-table." 
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" Then we ought not to complain about this." 

** What good would it do if we did ? But half 
of our lives is spent in complaints about as unrea- 
sonable." 

" I guess that's so." 

The president pulled on his boots, which had 
become dry by the stove, and then, stepping to the 
desk, he sounded his bell. He then dismissed the 
Sodality in the customary manner, but they lin- 
gered about, as if loth to go, helping the captain 
lower the chandelier and extinguish the lights, 
until at last they took to the water, like ducks, 
half-leg deep in the slush. They had not much to 
say as they picked their way along, but they felt 
that they were running a society whose importance 
could not be estimated, and this slushy night de- 
voted to its interests was a sort of patriotic sacri- 
fice, that would be attended with great good to the 
world, somehow. They couldn't see how exactly ; 
but who knows, when he drops a seed into the 
ground, how it will grow and flourish, especially 
during a January thaw ? 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

CONCERNING VARIOUS HATTERa 

THE night before the next Sodality meeting 
Captain Barnes's house, at the Comer, had 
been entered by a burglar, who had got away with 
considerable plunder. People at the Comer slum- 
bered very soundly, because, not being disposed 
to steal themselves, and having little that they 
thought worth stealing, they believed they were 
safe from any burglarious visitations, and therefore 
the robbery of the Captain Barnes house caused 
an immense sensation. The neighbors began at 
once to look to the security of their houses, long 
neglected, and the locksmith at Rivertown had as 
much as he could do to supply keys for locks that 
had not been used for years. Old window fasten- 
ings were repaired, and new ones supplied where 
lacking, until the Corner presented the aspect of a 
town in a state of siege. The story of the bur- 
glary was in everybody's mouth, and it gained in 
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Strength and terror as it spread One party had 
seen the burglar climb a spout and enter a cham- 
ber window ; another had distinctly seen the flash 
of a dark lantern in the house ; a third had heard 
the crash of glass, where the invader had broken 
in ; and still another had heard the clang of plate, 
as the burglar threw a bundle out of the window. 
But no one had gone out to see about it, for some 
good reason or another, the truest of which was, 
probably, that they didn't dare to. The &ct was, 
the thief had entered the front door, which had 
been left unlocked, and had escaped with his booty 
the same way. But what startled them the most 
was the fact that the rogue had entered the 
captain's sleeping-room and carried off his pants, 
containing his pocket-book — the captain being a 
profound sleeper. This conjured up, in frightened 
fancies, the possibility of waking up at night to 
find a burglar in the room, and hence the extra 
preparation making to keep him out 

" Well, Captain Bob," said the president, who was 
first to arrive, " have you fixed your door-lock ? * 

" No," said the captain. 

" Aren't you going to ? " 

*" No, I guess not I Ve nothing of valne in the 
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house but mother, and I feel pretty sure, if the 
burglars attempt to carry her off, theyll catch a 
Tartar." 

" What is catching a Tartar ? I've often heard 
the expression used." 

" Why, the story is told of an Irish soldier, in 
some war with the Cream of Tartars, who got out- 
side of the line, and was gobbled up. It was 
somehow very near, and the soldier's officer called, 
* Pat, where are you ? ' * Here, sir/ * What are 
you doing ? ' ' Caught a Tartar, sir.' * Well, bring 
him along, then.* *He won't come, sir.' *Well, 
come yourself.' * He won't let me, sir.' I guess 
if the burglars attempted to carry mother off, they 
would find themselves in just such a fix." 

The captain laughed heartily at the fancy of 
mother grappling with a burglar, and told Whidden 
that the people were more scared than hurt; for 
burglars, like lightning, never struck twice in the 
same place. 

The rest of the boys had come in as they were 
talking, and all began to discuss the great theme. 

" Who's afraid ? " said Holmes ; " if they come 
to my house, I've an old ducking-gun there that 
will give 'em gowdy.** 
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** Yes," said Moody, " and Tve got a horse-pistol 
at home that I fired last fourth of July. She's 
bang up, I tell you, for burglars." 

** And I/* said Ike, laughing, " have got the very 
sword, ground sharp, that General Washington 
carried at Bunker Hill, which they shall feel." 

"Bunker Hill!" sneered Walters; "Bunker 
Hill battle was fought before Washington was 
born, — at least, before he took command." 

" Well," said the captain, " you needn't be at all 
alarmed about burglars in this little one-horse 
place. They strike for higher game. Thieves are 
cunning fellows, and move silently, like cats. Old 
Joe used to tell us of an adventure of his, or of 
one that he knew of, that will show you what 
thieves are, if you can find it in that book, and I 
think it is there. So if the captain of this crew 
will call all hands to quarters, it may be the means 
of stilling all our nerves, as mine are considerably 
unstrung by thinking of the burglars running away 
with mother, tied up in a table-cloth. They would 
get more real gold, though, if they did, than all 
Captain Barnes's plate would be worth. So fire 
away, Mr. President." 

The bell sounded, and all were still in an instant 
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"Now," said the president, "I appoint Burgin, 
the custodian of the book, — custodian is a good 
word, — to find the story which the captain 
alluded to." 

" I know where it is," Burgin responded, with 
wonderful energy, and, turning over the leaves, he 
found what he supposed was the story in the cap- 
tain's mind, which he proceeded to read : — 

The Stolen Pitcher. 
As the brig Sunbeam was l)ring in the port of 
Saint Something, in the X^est Indies, Captain 
Libby, her commander, was on shore one day, din- 
ing with one of the consignees, and they were 
waited upon at the table by a very fine-looking 
black servant, toward whom Captain Libby was 
much attracted. Conversation took a turn, from 
discussion of the dinner, to a discussion of the 
character of the blacks, the captain being disposed 
to be a little soft regarding them, in keeping with 
the growing feeling of the time. From this and 
kindred topics the discourse became personal, 
and, during the absence from the room of the ser- 
vant who had attracted the skipper's attention, he 
inquired about him of his host, with reference to 
his character. 
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" He is one of my most valuable and reliable 
servants," was the reply, " and yet he is the great- 
est thief I ever knew. He is an artist in that line, 
and it makes no difference whether you are watch- 
ing him or not ; he will steal your eye-teeth, if he 
sets about it." 

" He will, will he ? " laughed Captain Libby, in- 
credulously ; " I should like to have him take a 
pull at mine." 

" Well, if you desire it, you shall have an oppor- 
tunity to test his skill before you sail." 

The party separated, and, a day or two after- 
wards, met again on board the brig, by invitation 
of the captain. 

" How about that light-fingered servant ? " asked 
Captain Libby of his friend. 

"Oh, he is on hand to steal from you to any 
extent you may name." 

There was a large silver pitcher upon the table, 
which the captain prized very highly, both on 
account of its intrinsic value and many pleasant 
associations, and was the last article in the world 
that he would like to have stolen from him. 
Hence the proposition he made showed how 
lightly he regarded the qualifications of the thief. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



258 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

" If your servant will steal that pitcher," he said, 
'* ril give him the value of it, and a supper to the 
crowd." 

" Done," was the reply, " and if he doesn't steal 
it I will stand the dinner." 

" Tis a bargain," said the skipper, and the two 
shook hands over the agreement. 

As soon as the guests were gone, he summoned 
all hands aft and told us of the bet. 

" Now," said he, " I want you to watch every 
place on deck where a man can hide, and every 
place by which one can get on board, and Mr. Wil- 
son, the mate, and myself will take watch and 
watch in the cabin. Mr. Drinkwater" — to the 
second mate — " You will please take your watch 
with the men. The character of the flag is at 
stake, and we will not allow these foreigners to 
come the Scotch grab over us." 

The watch was accordingly set, and day and 
night the officers and men were at their posts. 
Not a sign of the thief had appeared yet, and the 
pitcher held its place on the cabin-table. The brig 
was lying in the stream where she had first dropped 
anchor, and but three days remained before she 
was to sail 
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" When will you be ready to pay that bet ? " asked 
he of the consignee. 

" When I lose it," was the reply. " If that pitcher 
isn't stolen before you leave port, Til double the 
forfeit." 

" Good," said the captain ; " we shall see." 

As the watch sat talking on the heel of the bow- 
sprit that evening, they grumbled, sailor-like, at the 
uselessness of the watch of all hands when one 
would have been quite enough, urging, at the same 
time the impossibility of any one's getting on board 
undiscovered. 

" Hang it," said one of the tars, " this is as bad 
as Jack Martingale's wall that he built" 

" How was that i " was asked. 

" Why, being hard up, ashore, you see, he went to 
an old chap who had advertised for some hands on 
a farm, and found him to be a captain that he had 
once sailed with. " Hallo, Jack," said he, " what 
brings you here } " " Stress of weather, sir," replied 
Jack. " Now, Jack," said the old salt, ** what can 
you do i " " Anything, sir." " Do you see that pile 
of stones out there ? " " Yes, sir." " I want you to 
build a wall from those stones, running right along 
here, and, when you get it done, come and tell 
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me." Jack pitched in with a will, and got it all 
done in three days. " Done, sir," said he to the 
old captain. " Done ! " said the old man, " you Ve 
been very quick about it And now, as I have 
nothing else for you to do, you may go and take 
the wall all down again and pile the stones up just 
as they were before." Jack's dander was right up at 
this, and says he, " you " 

" 'Sh," whispered his associate, laying his hand 
on the other's shoulder, "I thought I heard a 
noise." 

They both listened attentively, and silently crept 
to the bows, where they could look out upon the 
water. The night was very dark, but by the ray 
from a ship's lantern near the brig, that shone di- 
rectly upon the chain by which they swung at an- 
chor, they saw a dark human figure endeavoring to 
climb on board by the rigging of the bowsprit. 
They kept perfectly still, until they heard a short 
quick breath directly by their side, and the figure 
they had seen dropped as noiselessly as a feather 
upon the deck. They darted up to grapple with 
him, but found he was hard to be taken in that way. 
He was naked, and his skin was oiled to such a de- 
gree that he slipped from their hands as if he had 
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been an eel. As they were trying to seize him, they 
cried out for assistance, and everybody on board 
rushed forward. After sharp resistance le ';ras 
secured with ropes. 

" What were you after }" asked the captain. 

" Come to steal pitcher for massa," was the reply. 

** Hurra ! " shouted the skipper ; " I've won. 
Boys come into the cabin in the morning. Tie 
the rascal very close, but don't hurt him, and lock 
him up in the roundhouse for safety. We'll have 
the bird caged for his friends to look at when they 
come." 

All this was done to the captain's satisfaction, 
who rubbed his hands delightedly, as the sailors 
told him the story of how the thief had stolen on 
board by the chain cable. Then the captain turned 
towards the cabin, where, five minutes before, he 
had left the silver pitcher, but the silver pitcher was 
gone ! He sprang upon deck like a madman, and 
cried out, at the top of his voice : " He's got it ! " 

We all darted into the cabin. Both windows 
were open for the admission of air, and the thief 
had entered by one of them as his fellow was being 
secured on deck, had quietly dropped overboard 
with the pitcher and swam to the shore, which was 
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not far distant, and escaped. The stern-boat was 
lowered and manned in a few minutes by a stern 
crew, who rowed all around with the hope of catch- 
ing the thief, but it was of no use ; and thus the 
captain lost his pitcher and his bet The next 
morning the captive was sent ashore with the fol- 
lowing note , — 

" Casava & Co., Gents. : The pitcher has gone, and 
the presumption is that you have won the bet. Come on 
board to-day at two, and bring the rascal with you, that I 
may show my appreciation of the thief and his patrons." 

The captain was considerably cut up about it, 
but it was settled over a good dinner ; the terms 
were complied with, and the "old man" was de- 
lighted when he got to sea with his pitcher, out of 
the reach of such adipit fingers. 

... • • • 

The five minutes for comment and discussion 
were allowed and indulged, the story being pro- 
nounced good. 

" That's a tip-top yam," said Capt. Bob ; " old 
Joe used to laugh till he cried when describing the 
way the skipper hopped about after he found the 
pitcher was gone." 

*' 'Twas rough on the captain," said Walters. 
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" Yes ; but 'twas fair. The captain would have 
made the others feel as badly as he did, if he could.'* 

" I suppose he felt worse," said Moody, " because 
he was taken off bis guard. The mortification was 
the worst part of it." 

" Yes, I dare say." 

^'Then it was a queer appeal he made to the 
men," said Drown, ** to sustain the flag by superi- 
ority of trickery. That is the last use I should 
think to put a flag to, — to make it represent suc- 
cessful cunning." 

" Well, my young friend," said Capt. Bob, " you 
are right in your criticism ; but it is often put to 
little better uses, and the flag, like charity, is made 
to cover a multitude of sins, big and little." 

" What do you think of practical jokes > " asked 
Ike, who had just been chalking the letter ** M " on 
Moody's jacket. 

" Sometimes they are funny," he replied ; " but 
when they go to injure a person's body, or his 
clothes, or his feelings, they are detestable.'* 

Ike gently rubbed out the letter. 

" Old Joe," continued the captain, " had a story 
about a goose, a joke something of this sort, which 
did no harm, and if the cus — what is it.^ — custo- 
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dian can find it, it will fit in right here, and be a 
pleasant companion to the other story." 

Burgin said he thought he could find it, and, as 
the five minutes had expired, turned over the 
leaves, and stopped just as the Sodality came to 
order, showing that he had found what he had 
been seeking for, and, at a nod of the president's 
heady he commenced : — 

About a Goose. 

"The Seven PoUies" and "The Twin Brothers '^ 
lay side by side in the dock at Long Wharf, Bos- 
ton, and right ahead of them was " The Good In- 
tent," all coasters from different localities. " The 
Seven PoUies " had the inside berth. The captains 
of the several vessels were on the most intimate 
terms, and made many excursions together, up- 
town and elsewhere, while in port. One day Capt. 
Goodrich, the master of " The Seven Pollies," had 
invited the masters of the other two vessels to dine 
upon roast goose. 

" Come and dine with me," he said, "and I will 
show you some of the best cookery you ever saw." 

" Agreed," was the reply. 

The day came. The best goose in Faneuil Hall 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CONCERNING VARIOUS MATTERS. 26$ 

Market had been selected ; and the party met in 
the cabin of "The Seven Pollies" to do justice to 
Capt. Goodrich's superior cooking. In the mean 
time there had been a little by-play enacting on 
deck. Shortridge, captain of "The Twins/* thought 
he would like to play a little trick on Goodrich, 
and therefore laid in with his cook to have a cod- 
fish nicely baked, and, when opportunity offered, to 
exchange it for the goose. Thus, when the black 
cook of " The Seven Pollies " had got his goose all 
dished, ready for the table, he was called forward 
by some one on " The Good Intent," and, during the 
short absence, the cook of " The Twins " stepped on 
board, changed the codfish for the goose, and re- 
treated to his own vessel. The call speedily came 
for the goose, and the cook, seizing the delicious 
morsel, bore it to the cabin. He had been in- 
structed to do his very best, and, feeling that his 
reputation was at stake, had been unusually care- 
ful in the preparation of the bird, which he felt 
warm beneath his hand as he placed the covered 
dish upon the table, with a smile of triumph on his 
shining face, as if it were beaming with an applica- 
tion of his own gravy. 

"Now, gentlemen," said Capt. Goodrich, paus- 
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ing before he lifted the cover, as if he wished to 
defer the pleasure as long as possible, " I will show 
you a goose — Hallo! here, doctor, what, in the 
name of everything good, do you call this ? *' 

" Goose, sir," said the cook, from the rear of the 
circle that surrounded the table. 

** Well, look here, you dark son of a gun, and 
see if it is a goose." The cook gazed at the object 
till his eyes seemed to protrude from his head, and 
almost turned white with surprise, for there before 
him, brown and crisp, was a large nicely-baked 
cod-fish. 

" Golly, captain," said he, as the sweat started out 
upon his forehead, ** dat was a goose, shu, when be 
lef de galley." 

" Don't tell me that," cried the enraged captain, 
hurling a plate at the poor fellow, which he dodged, 
and rushed on deck, in danger, from fright and 
mortification, of jumping into the dock. 

" Goodrich, my dear boy, " said Shortridge, with 
a grave expression, ** this acting is all unnecessary, 
and you bear down too heavily on the poor darkey. 
If you didn't have a goose, why not say so ? I can 
make a very good dinner off baked fish, and I dare 
say Capt. Tuckerman can, so don't make any more 
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fuss about it. That baked cod looks very tooth- 
some, and I shan't regret the goose. But dine 
with me to-morrow, and I will show a real goose, 
baked as well, probably, as yours would have been 
if you'd had one," 

Capt. Goodrich was unhappy, but made the best 
of it, laying the blame on the cook, who entered 
the cabin, whenever called, with fear and trembling, 
ready to dodge such crockery as might be thrown 
at him. The baked fish was a success, and they 
all made a comfortable dinner. The next day, on 
board of the "Twins," a fine large goose graced the 
feast, which proved to be tender and juicy, and 
cooked to a turn, over which they had a grand 
time, Capt. Shortridge laying particular stress upon 
the qualifications of his cook. As the party separ- 
ated, Capt. Goodrich's cook took him aside. 

" Massa Cap'n," said he, " I dunno, but our 
skewers is in dat goose." 

Goodrich had seen the trick from the commence- 
ment, but, saying nothing, waited for a settlement 
some day, which undoubtedly was made. 

• • • • • 

The boys laughed at the joke, because it really 
was funny, but there seemed to be a reserved opin* 
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ion among them that it was not very becoming in 
men to behave so. 

"S'pose we should do so?" queried one; 
" wouldn't we be hauled over the coals for it ? " 

"You'd better believe it," said another ;** for I 
only tied a string to the knocker on Rice's door 
and pulled it half a dozen times, and my father 
gave me ' Hail Columby ' for it." 

"Well, boys," said Capt Bob, laughing, "if 
those men had been held in a little better when 
they were boys, perhaps they would have acted 
wiser when they grew up. But at the best, as I 
have read somewhere, ' men are but children of a 
larger growth,' and not having been allowed fun 
enough when they were young, they practise a lit- 
tle in the funny way when they are old. I never 
laughed more in my life than I did in the fall, to see 
a rheumatic grandfather, with a crutch and cane, out 
helping his grandchildren fly a kite." 

" Did he run with it ?" asked Ike. 

" No, he was too lame to run. He couldn't have 
run for an office. He stood and set the kite, while 
the others ran. But I like to see a grandfather, or 
any old person, take an interest in the sports of the 
young, but not their mischiefs ; who will make their 
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kites, and bows and arrows, and fishing-rods, and 
bats, and windmills, and take as much delight in 
seeing children play as if they were one among 
them. They seem, sometimes, to think that they 
are, and forget the ball and chain of years that 
hold them in check. Fve got in my pocket-book 
here somewhere — yes, here it is — a piece written 
by one of our Rivertown rhymers, that expresses 
this idea exactly, and though your five minutes' 
intermission is all used up, I will read it, if the pres* 
ident will give me leave." 
The president nodded, and the captain read : — 

Dream Arrows. 

"Sitting here at twilight dim, 
Making arrows for little Jim, 
The curling shavings Mi around. 
Noiselessly upon the ground, 
V^hile o'er my yielding spirit steals 
A misty spell that all conceals, 
'Twixt past and present, bearing me 
Over a wide and varied sea, 
To where a Jim of other name 
Whittled arrows just the same. 
Oh, sweet the quick, tumultuous thrill, 
As boyhood's tides my veins refill 1 
I roam again the verdant fields, 
I feel the transport freedom yields ; 
I smell the sweet and balmy pines, 
In tranquil shades my form reclines ; 
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I seek the hush of rural nooks, 

I bathe in cool and crystal brooks, 

I gather berries where they hide, 

I sail upon the summer tide, 

The ball before my arm bounds high. 

My daring kite assails the sky ; 

I feel the heartiness of joy 

That waits upon the * human boy.' 

But dreams ! the curling shavings fall ; 
The spell dissolves, and, vanished all, 
The mystic shadows that bespread 
The bended form and silvery head. 
Reveal me, in the twilight dim. 
Making arrows for little Jim." 

" The old fellow says nothing about follies," said 
one. 

" No ; perhaps he didn't dare to say what follies 
are. The greatest follies, so called, have been the 
beginning of wisdom, and the wisest men have been 
called fools because they were not understood by 
the masses. Folly proved wiser than Valor in the 
forest, where, surrounded by danger, Valor refused 
to blow Locksley's horn for aid, that blown by 
Folly, called assistance which saved their lives. 
But I am preaching, and that is folly for me to at- 
tempt" 

The president's bell was here heard, and looking 
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at the Sodality clock it was found to denote half 
past two, to the great surprise of all, until they dis- 
covered that it had not been wound up for- three 
weeks, and then they were dismissed after the 
longest session they had yet held. They had for- 
gotten all about the burglary, but, arriving at 
their homes, found them respectively barricaded 
and bolted, with everything ready to repel invad- 
ers. Mrs. Partington had retired early with a cold, 
but Ike found an easy entrance by getting into a 
lower window that had been left unfastened, though 
the front door was doubly locked and bolted, the 
venerable dame sleeping in peaceful security, un- 
disturbed by his entrance. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A PATRIOTIC SESSION. 

AT the close of the Sodality, at its last meet- 
ing, as the members were walking along to- 
gether, the president suddenly remembered that the 
next meeting would be on Washington's Birthday ; 
and it was resolved, in the street, that it should be 
celebrated by an oration and poem. Dennett was 
accordingly appointed orator, and Ike Partington, 
poet, with a unanimity that made them accept 
without saying a word. 

During the week the " hall " had been visited by 
the boys, and armsful of spruce and pine boughs 
had been carried in for some purpose, regarding 
which outsiders were in the dark. Several small 
American flags had likewise been borrowed from 
different parties, and conveyed there, and all en- 
gaged were as busy as bees in secret preparations 
which were to explain themselves at the next meet- 
ing. Capt Bob, being upon the jury yet, was ab- 
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sent in the day time, and they had everything their 
own way. The sound of the hammer was frequently 
heard in the hall, and the investment of ten cents, 
at the grocer's, for a paper of tacks, awakened con- 
siderable inquiry as to what could be going on at 
the old boat-house. A deep mystery rested over 
the proceedings, but the boys refused to answer 
questions, and always locked themselves in when 
they were engaged. The time at length came when 
the fruit of their mysterious operations was to re- 
veal itself. The lights were lit early by the captain 
at the request of the president ; and, much to his 
surprise, he found himself in what might have been 
mistaken for a fairy scene by one who didn't know. 
Flags were festooned along the easterly side of the 
apartment, across which, in letters of gfreen, was 
the name of WASHINGTON, as far as possible in 
big letters, the last syllable being a good deal 
smaller than the first two, and under it the date 
1732. From the centre eight garlands of green 
reached to eight different points, forming a pavil- 
ion, and in the four cornefs and along the sides 
were clusters of green boughs. The clock had been 
wound up for the occasion, and was surmounted by 
some plumes of pine, and the stove was hidden in a 
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mass of green, the funnel invisible behind a tree 
that reached to the roof, through the branches of 
which the warming-pan, brightly scoured, to repre- 
sent the rising sun, beamed out warmly. But as it 
was in the northwest, the illusion of this was not 
complete. The president's desk and chair were 
decorated with green, and a large stuffed sea-gull, 
to represent an eagle, was suspended from the chan- 
delier. The box, which was to be the orator's ros- 
trum, was covered by an old jib-sheet, found in the 
boat-house below, which had been pinned up to rep- 
resent drapery, and over the entrance, supported 
by two barrels, was stretched a strip of cotton cloth 
bearing the word Sodality, evidently printed with 
currant jelly, which had melted and run down a 
little at the bottom, giving it the appearance of 
having been shaded. 

Capt. Bob, as he surveyed the scene, was de- 
lighted beyond measure, and sung a verse of a roar- 
ing song in tribute to the decoration. He was in 
a high state of excitement when the boys arrived. 

" Hooray, my hearties ! " cried he, " this is stun- 
ning, and the old shanty looks like a ' bower of roses 
by Bendeemer's stream ' — whoever he was — in its 
gor-gi-ous dress. I never saw anything prettier, 
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and if G. Washington should now look in upon us, 
he will say he never saw a finer display in his 
honor." 

" Glad you think so, captain/' said the pres- 
ident. 

" Think so ! I know it. And he would have to 
go a good ways to find anything to begin with it." 

Then each one had something to say of what he 
had done, and of suggestions he had made, until 
all had proved their undoubted claim to precedence 
in the work, to every one's entire satisfaction. 
The small apartment did look festive as it was 
lighted up. The rising sun in the northwest shone 
brilliantly in the blaze of kerosene, and the old 
clock ticked away vigorously, as if in approval of 
everything. In the midst of it Dennett arrived, 
with an ostentatious show of white paper project- 
ing from his pocket, and seemed overwhelmed by 
the grandeur of the scene. Besides all the dis- 
play, sundry mysterious packages had been care- 
fully placed near the door, as the boys came in, 
with a whispered remark to the captain, who nod- 
ded a reply. After a few congratulatory remarks 
all round, the president took his seat, sounding 
his bell to call the meeting to order. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2/6 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

" This I will say to the Sodality," said he, ** is a 
grand occasion. I need not, however, say it, for it 
speaks for itself. It speaks, likewise, for your 
effort. It presents you in every green thing. The 
atmosphere is full of you, and breathes a fragrance 
as sweet as Sagamore woods. And all this is trib- 
utary to the birthday of the late General Washing- 
ton, whose name we venerate and whose loss we 
deplore. It is befitting that, while rejoicing over 
his birth, we also commemorate his death — for I 
need not tell you that he is dead — at the same 
time, and therefore, I have prepared some resolu- 
tions of respect, which I will read at the close of 
the festivities. I will now ask your attention to an 
oration prepared for the occasion by our associate, 
Dennett, who has won immortal honors by his 
declamation of 'The Boy stood on the Burning 
Deck,' at school." 

Dennett was the largest boy of the Sodality, and 
the smaller members looked up to him as a pro- 
tector. When the snow heaped up in drifts upon 
the streets, he was always ready to shoulder the 
younger boys at the Corner, and carry them to 
school, and bring them home in the same manner, 
and he was a general favorite with young and old 
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He would see none of the small boys imposed 
upon by others, larger than themselves, and his 
presence was enough to prevent any tormenting 
of those whom he took under his charge. It was 
a privilege in the summer days for the little fel- 
lows to go with him to the woods, or in swimming, 
and one, upon a time, showed his devotion to him 
by taking a severe welting with an ox-goad, when 
caught in his company, during a raid upon Ham*s 
pears, from which *' all but him had fled." As he 
mounted the rostrum to deliver his oration, he was 
received with the loudest sort of applause from 
hands and boot-heels, at which he appeared much 
gratified. Arranging his manuscript on the presv 
ident's table behind him, and pulling down his 
vest, he bowed to the chair, and to his audience, 
and began: — 

" Mr. President and Members of the Sodality : 

" When in the course of human events it be- 
comes necessary for somebody to be born to carry 
on a great work, somebody generally is born to fill 
the bill and put things through. History proves 
this, and no big thing has ever been done without 
there being somebody born to do it. They mayn't 
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have known anything about it at the time they 
were born, but the work was being laid out for 
them just the same, and when the proper time 
came, it was all ready for them to pitch right into. 

"In 1732, on the 22d of February, G. Washing- 
ton was born, who would have been one hundred 
and forty odd years old had he lived till to-day. 
As he lay there in his cradle, with his eyes winking 
in the new light, the idea never could have entered 
his head of anything particular he was born for, 
except to eat and grow. In the language of the 
poet, * born in old Virginia,* of one of the first 
families, he was luxed in the map of rockery, — I 
mean rocked in the lap of luxury, — with no want 
that he knew of unsatisfied, and grew up to healthy 
boyhood, in spite of the measles and whooping- 
cough, beloved, undoubtedly, by all who knew him, 
which is greatly to his credit. History is dumb re- 
garding his earliest years. It tells us nothing of 
his sports — what they were or how he did them — 
until we find him the owner of the famous hatchet, 
with which he chopped his father's English cherry- 
tree, and confessed to the weakness of not being 
able to tell a lie. What a sublime importance does 
this early act of George take ! How it looms up in 
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the distance ! What an example it is to all the 
world, and us in particular! And the impor- 
tance of the act is reflected on the axe, which 
might have remained nothing better than an iron 
tool, to be forgotten, but for this. We hear the 
voice of old Mr. Washington saying : * George, 
who did this ? * pointing to the chopped cherry- 
tree. Then the reply : ' I can't tell a lie, papa ; I 
did it with my little hatchet' It mayn't be true, 
but it's just as might be expected, and we hear the 
closing remark of the old gent : * Come here, 
George, and take off your jacket ; 'tis better that 
twenty good little boys should be walloped than 
another tree like that should be spoilt.' He never 
did it again. This is not the way the story is usu- 
ally told, I know, but it seems most reasonable and 
it doesn't harm the moral. 

" He grew up to be a fine young man, and didn't 
dream of what he would be called to do when the 
time came. When his father died, he thought of 
joining the British navy, as all were British then, 
but just as he was starting, some good spirit, that 
knew what was coming, pulled him back, and he 
didn't go. He took up surveying for a living, and 
did well at it. He had lots of escapes from peril, 
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as he was taken special charge of by overruling 
powers. As one historian says: *He was once 
navigating the Rappahannock on a vehicle of loco- 
motion denominated a raft, propelling the raft afore- 
said by an implement designated as a shove-pole, 
which implement slipped from its base and threw 
the future sage and father of his country slap into 
the river/ It was not deep enough to drown him, 
and as he could swim he miraculously escaped. 
Once, as aid to Gen. Braddock, who fell into an 
ambush, he was aimed at by an Indian twenty-nine 
times, but the gun, which was an old smooth-bore 
with a flint lock, didn't probably go off All of 
which showed that he was preserved for something 
greater. He was ripening all the time for the 
Revolution, by which the tie that bound us to Eng- 
land was to be busted. 

" Then the war broke out. Fourth of July, and 
Lexington, and Bunker Hill, showed the world 
what the Yankees were made of. They were tee- 
totallers, and threw the tea overboard; drove old 
Port Bill out of Boston, and showed General Gage 
that the boys would play on the Common. That's 
the sort of folks they were, and George Washington 
was chosen to be the commander-in-chief of them, 
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just what he was born for. He opened his head- 
quarters in Mr. Longfellow's house at Cambridge, 
near Mount Auburn cemetery, in which he could 
better accommodate the British should they come 
out from Boston to see him. He hung out his flag 
on the old elm-tree near by, and put an advertise- 
ment in the papers saying he meant business. The 
first thing he did was to cart some cannons in the 
night to Dorchester Heights, and made the British 
and Tories leave Boston, bag and baggage, before 
Lord Howe knew how it was done. 

" After this, as everybody knows, for eight years, 
he was up to his eyes in business fighting the Brit- 
ish. Sometimes he didn't succeed very well, but 
such battles weren't of much consequence any way, 
and not worth mentioning. His efforts were not 
bootless, though his troops had no shoes, he en- 
couraged them to keep on trying ; and though at 
times things looked very dark, kept up their patri- 
otism though their powder gave out. He didn't 
put on any airs, nor pretend to be any better than 
his men. They were all in the same boat, and he 
told them they must hang together, as they would 
surely do if they were caught. Once in a battle 
he saw a man standing fighting all by himself, pop- 
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ping over a red-coat at every shot. He was filled 
with admiration. * What regiment do you belong 
to ? * he asked. * No regiment, General/ the man 
replied. ' What company ? * * No company, Gen- 
eral/ popping away at a grenadier. * Whose corps 
are you fighting with, then ? ' * Nobod/s, Gen- 
eral. Fm fighting on my own hook.' Washington 
got down from his horse, and, giving him to a ma- 
jor-general to hold, threw his arms around the 
man's neck, saying, with tears in his eyes, * Don't 
call me General ; call me George/ and that's the 
sort of man he was. 

"After the long struggle, and paying his own 
expenses, he brought the war to a close at York- 
town, Virginia, in 1783, with a little help he got 
from the French ; and his country was free to pad- 
dle its own canoe and go it alone, as one of the 
independent nations of the earth. Then he gave 
up his commission, said good-by to his friends of 
the army, and went back to his farm at Mount Ver- 
non, where he hoped to cultivate peace and pota- 
toes under his own vine and fig-tree. But his 
country had need of him yet, and he was called 
from his plough to help make a new constitution. 
Under this a president was to be chosen, and he 
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was the very man for the place. As he had saved 
the country they wanted him to keep on saving it. 
He could have been a king if he had wanted to ; 
but he was no such person. He did so well as 
president for eight years, that he had the title given 
him of * First in war, first in peace, and first in the 
hearts of his countrymen.' Everybody named 
their children for him ; and it was a proud thing 
for any place of which it could be said there were 
more George Washingtons there, according to the 
number of inhabitants, than in other of the same 
size in the country. As towns were formed, every 
one had a street named for him ; and to-day, when 
our country boasts of some fifty millions of people, 
every one who has a letter to send by mail sticks 
on the head of the * Father of his Country,' as a 
tribute to his worth, and a guarantee that it will go. 
I need not remind you of the pies which have allied 
his name with perpetual indigestion. 

" Thus I have tried, in a humble way, to give a 
sketch of the late G. Washington, to whom the 
country owes its very existence, who lived a life of 
great usefulness, and died deeply regretted. His 
remains rest at Mount Vernon, where mournful 
pilgrims go to hold picnics and steal small trees for 
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canes. And he sleeps well, in spite of what is 
done in the city which bears his name, — where 
his monument, when finished, will raise his virtues 
to the very heavens, and cause a grateful people to 
rejoice that it is completed at last. 

" In closing, I would say, let us act as much like 
him as we can, considering that we were not bom 
to do the work he did. We were born to do some- 
thing, I suppose, and if we have no country to 
free, let us do all we can to preserve the freedom 
he left us by voting as we please every time, and 
abusing everybody that don't vote as we do. Let 
us, if we hold office, be as incorruptible as we can, 
consistently with our interest, and remember that 
he who serves his party best, serves his country 
best ; with which sound maxim I dry up." 

The applause that followed this was so great, 
that the president had to ring his bell three times 
before the audience could be brought to order. 
During the delivery of the address, the most telling 
points had received their tribute of appreciation, 
and it was the general impression that such an 
address as that was " worthy of anybody." 

"This," said the president, "it will be remem- 
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bered, is but a part of our programme of exercises. 
Another portion is to follow, in the form of a poem, 
and I take great pleasure in introducing the poet 
of the evening, Ike Partington." 

The Sodality had begun to laugh, even before 
his name was mentioned, as, knowing what was 
coming, he made a very serious face, and winked 
at those who were near. He took his place de- 
murely on the rostrum, at which there was another 
laugh, and then the audience was silent, in order 
to hear what he had prepared. He produced sev- 
eral sheets of paper from as many pockets, and 
then began. 

A Few Rhymes 
About George Washington, who was born in Vir- 
ginia, February 22D, 1732, and what it has to do 
WITH us. 

Ye Muses, hovering above this town. 
To aid me like a parient come down, 
And kindly teach me just what I shall say 
In honor of this great and glorious day. 
Go as you please, and trowel it on thick. 
So that the boys shall say 'tis just the kick ; 
- I need your help extremely at this time. 
Because I aint a pumpkin-seed for rhyme, 
And, if you will assist me at a strain, 
I promise I won't trouble you again. 
In old Virginia, where they ** never tire," 
Was born, this day, George Washington, Esquire, 
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When he was very young, but no one knew 

What sort of man he was until he grew ; 

So that, when years his muscle did unfold. 

He jumped full nineteen feet, as we are told, 

Which plainly showed, so everybody said, 

That he was surely born to go ahead. 

Besides his muscle, he was wise and brave, 

But didn't dream his country he should save, 

For just then there was not a thing to show 

It needed saving, that the folks could know. 

A good son to his parents, six feet high, 

And, with his hatchet, couldn't tell a lie. 

A grand example this is to us all, 

Though we may never grow to be so tall. 

And, when we cut and mangle cherry-trees, 

May we as easily our fathers please ; 

But better still, and save all painful thought, 

To keep out of the way, and not get caught I 

As boy and man he was example true. 

For fighting Indians, and for virtue, too, 

And in his footsteps we may safely walk. 

If we can stride as far, and toe the chalk. 

His tracks were made by buckskins, number twelveSi 

And we wear sixes, rather less, ourselves ; 

Nothing like trying, though, and if we can't 

Come up to him, as probably we shan't, 

Let's try to do what we in him most prize^ 

And be as big, according to our size. 

We shouldn't lie, — that is a measly sin, 

Though we, by lying, everything should win ; 

And seedling-stones from that same cherry-tree 

Should planted in our memory ever be. 

To grow and flourish, as we keep truth's track. 

Or furnish rods to lash our lying back. 
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We may be honorable as was he, 

And stick like plasters to integrity, 

Living in honest atmosphere sublime, 

(Though having, maybe, not so good a time,) 

If brave, and true, and just in each event. 

And we may all be chosen president. 

Like him who*s called our honors here to share. 

And with such dignity invests the chair. {Cheers,) 

George wouldn't be a king, and neither we ; 

rd like to have a kingdom offered me ! 

You bet your life Td throw it at the pate 

Of him who'd try to tempt me at that rate ; 

Or, if he felt right bad, I'd take a crowoy 

And for the Fourth of July salt it down. 

Politeness was a virtue that he showed 

By bowing to the darkies on the road, 

And we this virtue may e'er keep in sight, 

By always practising the art polite. 

Treating our friends and parents with respect, 

And ne'er act insolently or stiff-necked ; 

Showing to all we meet with, every day, 

That we don't feel a bit more good than they. 

We can be honest, as our hero showed. 

Who ne'er by trick in wrestling ever throwed ; 

Who fought for freedom, without hope of pelf, 

And charged his camp expenses to himself; 

Who, as a statesman, acted on the square. 

And went one side, when anger made him swear ; 

Who was throughout, in all his line and plan, 

Just the right stuff of which to make a man. 

Then let us act, as nearly as we may. 

Like him whose birth we celebrate to-day, 

And show that our own virtue isn't dim 

While honoring virtue we behold in hin^ 
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For from bad hearts or lips, the notes we raise 
Were nothing better than a blackguard's praise ; 
Abuse were better, though it were in vain, 
And vileness make the good appear more plain* 
Glory to Washington, our pride and boast, 
Whose honors rise to-day on every coast, 
And all their honors, here combined, we see^ 
In this outspread of our Sodality. 

Ike stepped down, and the clapping and stamping 
were unbounded as he took his seat, even drowning 
the noise which Capt. Bob made in bringing an old 
door up the stairs, the meaning of which they soon 
discovered, as, procuring two chairs he placed the 
door flatwise upon their backs, and proceeded to 
pick up the several packages and put them upon it 
Ike was congrattilated upon his performance, who 
confessed that he had procured competent assist- 
ance in " licking it into shape," though he thought 
it didn't read much better than in his original 
draught. The president's bell was again heard. 

"After the eloquent address and the striking poem 
that we have listened to," said he, "it is almost pre- 
sumptuous to intrude, but I am impelled by a sense 
of duty to offer a resolution expressing our sense of 
the loss sustained by the country in the death of 
Washington, and therefore offer the following: — 
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"* Whereas^ By the removal from earth of the 
great and good Washington, in the midst of his 
usefulness, fourscore years ago, the country sus- 
tained a loss from wSich it has not yet recovered, 
therefore, 

" * Resolved, That this Sodality extend to the 
country its profound sympathy, and add its deep 
regrets for the event, from a personal sense of be- 
reavement, and we express our estimation of the 
high character of the deceased, and our appreciation 
of his distinguished worth, as a patriotic soldier and 
a gifted statesman. 

^^'Resolvedy That we see, in this self-sacrifice 
and unselfish devotion to his country, a pattern to 
follow, and an example to imitate, neither of which 
is practised ; and we pledge ourselves to unabated 
reverence for his memory. 

" * Resolvedy That, as he was the Father of his 
Country, a copy of these resolutions be sent to his 
afflicted family.' 

" As many as favor the passage of these resolu- 
tions will rise and be counted by the secretary." 

All rose, except the captain, who was engaged 
in putting a prop under the old door. 

" It is a unanimous vote. And now we will in- 
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dulge in such entertainment as has been provided 
and spread upon yonder festive board." 

And then ensued a feast worthy of the occasion. 
All had brought something. There were Wash- 
ington pies, and Washington doughnuts, and 
Washington apples, and Washington cake, and 
Washington pop-corn, and Washington jellies, and 
lots of other Washington things ; and Capt. Bob, 
slipping out, soon returned with a big kettle of 
Washington coffee, which mother had prepared, 
and with it mother herself, with her cheerful face, 
and the widow Burgin, whom the captain had in- 
vited, because she was an honorary member, and 
there never could have been a jollier occasion than 
the boys enjoyed. They were clamorous in their 
glee, and toasted mother and the widow and Capt. 
Bob in full dippers of hot coffee. 

After this enjoyment, the usual form of adjourn- 
ment was gone through with, and they all separ- 
ated with a more profound respect for Washington, 
and a better opinion of themselves, satisfied that, 
of all Sodalities ever formed, theirs was the best 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

CLOSING SCENE OF THE SODALIXy. 

THE time for closing the meetings of the 
Sodality had arrived, and the boys had come 
together, with as much regret as boys can feel, to 
bring affairs to a close, and dissolve the association 
in which they had enjoyed so much pleasure during 
the winter that was ending. The evening was 
mild and pleasant, with a bright moon shining 
down upon the Creek, revealing here and there 
patches of reflected splendor where the ice had 
broken, denoting the appearance of an early spring. 
Capt. Bob had prepared his boats for launching, 
which lay waiting for service, clad in the glory of 
new paint, and the little room over the boat-house 
was needed by him ; but he left it entirely to them 
when to vacate, not being willing to interrupt their 
arrangements. He considered them under his 
especial protection, and would have endured any 
inconvenience rather than limit their gratification. 
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But a boy has his seasons, like a tree. He 
springs, with the spring, beyond wintry restraint, 
and all his energies for fun or experiment impel 
him to take to the woods or engage in out-door 
pursuits. So the boys were ready to abandon the 
boat-house for pastures new, even though regret- 
ful, in a boyish way, for what they were to lose ; 
but it was a thing of the past, and the future was 
all open to them for other enjoyment. Like a boy 
in a cherry-tree, who does not let go his hold of 
one limb until he gets firm hold of another, they 
had the future in their grasp, and were ready to 
abandon the past, with new branches to be picked 
from which to fill their baskets with pleasure. 

When the boys entered, they heard the captain, 
who was just then hoisting the chandelier, singing 
in what seemed a dolorous tone a verse of an old 

song: 

" Bounding billow, cease thy motion, 
Bear me not so swiftly o'er ; 
Cease thy roaring, foaming ocean, 
I will tempt thy rage no more." 

"Well met, my hearts of oak," said he, "on this 

momentous occasion," shaking hands with them all 

round. "I was just indulging in a little bit oi 

melody to cheer me up." 
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They thought that if he could be cheered up by 
such a dismal song as that, his spirits must be at a 
very low ebb indeed. But the familiar sound of 
his voice brought before their minds the many 
happy evenings they had spent in his society, and 
through his kindness, the past winter, and the 
voice was as pleasant to them as if he had been a 
six-hundred-dollar-high tenor. They returned his 
greeting in a less boisterous manner than usual ; 
and the one thought seemed to prevail among them 
that this was the last meeting of the Sodality. 
Ike, who was generally disposed to be a little mis- 
chievous, now wore a very demure look, and 
stepped on Holmes's foot with an air so subdued 
that Holmes did not dare to accuse him of doing it 
vrilfully. 

" Well, my lads," said the captain, " here we are 
again, and I suppose this will be the last meeting 
of the Sidolatry ; and I guess we shall not soon 
forget the good times we have passed in this little 
room, which, though not as lofty as some, is always 
a loft." 

'* We boys will never forget it," said Drown. 

"Don't say that, my boy," said the captain. 
" You may think so now, but never is a very hefty 
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word ; and by-and-by, when the world grows big- 
ger to you than it seems here, you will remember 
this only as you remember a favorite bat You 
may think of it as boys, but when men you will 
put away such childish things." 

" But you have been so kind to us," suggested 
Holmes. 

" Belay there," replied the captain. " If I have 
pleased you, I am glad of it ; but all I have done 
has been from a selfish desire to please myself ; 
and I guess I have had as much enjoyment out of 
it as you have, and perhaps more ; you see I have 
had the satisfaction of doing something for you, 
and at the same time I have shared with you in all 
that has been done. So we will call that account 
square, if you please." 

They all joined in three cheers for the captain, 
with which he was greatly pleased ; and then the 
president summoned them to give attention. 

" We will now," said he, " proceed to the closing 
business of the Sodality by closing the Sodality 
itself, through which we have enjoyed so much 
during the past winter. We have proved one thing 
which older heads will, I think, give us credit for. 
We have shown that a society of boys can act as 
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honorably and properly as men when bound by 
laws of their own making {cheers) ; and I feel 
proud that our Sodality has not broken a single 
rule which it adopted at the beginning {cheers). 
The record, as our secretary will tell you, has been 
clear, and your president is led to say that, if ever 
he is elected president of the United States, he 
won't desire more obedient and harmonious sub- 
jects than you have proved {cheers). I shouldn't 
say subjects, I suppose. I can't think of the right 
word just now ; but that's just how I should feel 
{cheers). We should feel, and do feel, under great 
obligations to those who have helped us in our 
plans {cheers)'^ and * Uncle Joe' has our especial 
thanks for having prepared that log-book which 
has been an inspiration to us {cheers). To those 
of our own members who have contributed such 
first-rate things to our entertainment out of their 
own inkstands, we also should be thankful ; and to 
Capt. Bob Davitt, whose wise counsels and cheerful 
stories have done so much to enliven our meetings 
{cheers). May we so conduct ourselves in the fu- 
ture that we may not wish to be boys again when 
we are old men, — for it is only the old hardened 
sinners that ever wish that, — and show the world 
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that men can be none the worse for having been 
good boys (cheers). And now we will proceed to 
business, the first of which will be the reading of 
the secretary's records, deferred until this meeting." 

" Mr. President," said Walters, " as the secretary 
seems to have a big pile of papers there that it 
may take all night to read, and as we know pretty 
nearly what we have done, I move that the records 
be read by their title." 

The motion was seconded. The secretary looked 
very unhappy. 

" I must say," said the president, " that the rec- 
ords have been elegantly and faithfully kept." 

" I move, as an amendment to the motion, that 
the records be read by their title, and be published 
in full, with the doings of this Sodality, when they 
are printed," said Beck. 

This was accepted, and the motion was carried 
unanimously, and the secretary, gathering together 
his papers, and looking far from satisfied, read : 
" Records of the Double-Runner Club and Creek 
Literary Sodality." 

"Next in order is the treasurer's report," said 
the president. 

" I move that it be read by its title," cried Drown. 
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This was not seconded, and Burgin, the treas- 
urer, remarked that the title was the longest part 
of it, which raised a laugh. 

" Then I move that the title be omitted," said 
the secretary. 

The president did not entertain the motion, and 
the treasurer read : 

The Treasurer in account with the SoDAurr. 

Capital, (15 members, 10 cents each,) $1*50 

Outlay — I quart kerosene, .••••.. 10 

I paper tacks, 8 

I lamp-wick, .••••••• I 

"19 
Leaving in the treasury, $i*3l 

The report was accepted, and the president com- 
plimented the treasurer on his wise management 
of the funds, and his sterling honesty, but sug- 
gested that a little extravagance was apparent in 
the high price paid for the kerosene, which might, 
were the treasurer not known, excite a doubt 
whether favor had not been shown to the dealer. 
The treasurer would have responded, but the pres- 
ident said it was unnecessary. 

" I move," said Walters, " that the amount in the 
treasury, which was gathered to purchase fuel and 
light, be handed over to Captain Bob, as he has 
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kept US in wood half the time, and has done so 
many other things, which this money won't half 
pay for." 

'* Second the motion," cried half a dozen eager 
voices. 

Captain Bob arose and said he couldn't think of 
such a thing, and should not allow it, and was so 
serious about it, that the motion was withdrawn. 

A vote of thanks was then moved for the pres- 
ident, which was put by the secretary, and carried 
unanimously, amid cheers and clapping, to which 
the president responded. Then a vote was passed, 
thanking the secretary for the fidelity of his rec- 
ords, and the capital story he had told them, which 
was also unanimous; the secretary briefly re- 
sponding by asking them what they knew about 
his records, any way. The treasurer and custodian 
of the log-book was also thanked, and then Captain 
Bob was remembered. Friendly Ike moved a vote 
of thanks for the executive committee, which was 
declared out of order, as all the members belonged 
to it, and a vote of thanks would be nothing but 
self-glorification. 

It was then voted that the furniture of the So- 
dality should be taken away by those who had con- 
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tributed it ; after which the president said that it 
would be a pleasant close to the association to read 
one more story from the old book, and he would 
appoint Burgin, the custodian, to make some selec- 
tion. The Sodality became attentive, and the 
reader was turning over the treasured volume to 
find some fitting piece, when Capt. Bob arose. 

" Mr. President," said he, " before the reader be- 
gins, I should like to say a word about that old 
book. It has been to me like a revival of old 
friendship, as well as a source of new pleasure, to 
see it here night after night, and I have felt, as it 
was being read,. as if my old friend Joe Godfrey was 
here with us and was talking to us, as he used to 
do to his shipmates on board the * Saucy Dian.' 
The dear old fellow ! I see him now, as he used to 
sit there on his chest and reel off them yams, as 
plainly — " 

He had turned partly around as he spoke, his 
eye taking in the stairway, when he stopped and 
stared intently at some object which there met 
his gaze. He turned pale and his eyes opened 
wider as he held his hand out and pointed, falling 
back as he did so and striking the funnel of the old 
stove, which gave away with the pressure and 
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landed with a loud crash upon the floor, with the 
captain on top of it There was confusion in a mo- 
ment, as all rushed to help their old friend to his 
feet 

"Did you see it?" he asked eagerly as they 
helped him up. 

" See what ? " was asked. 

" That thing upon the stairs," he replied ; " for, 
my lads, as sure as we are here, I saw the face of 
my friend Joe between the bars of the railing yon- 
der. It was older, but it was the same familiar 
face, and if it wasn't him it was his apprehension." 

The boys were speechless, and a feeling of fear 
came over them as they caught the meaning of the 
captain's words. 

" There it is again ! " said he, and rushed for the 
stairway, determined to know whether it were a 
thing of earth or not. 

The greatest excitement prevailed. The cour- 
age of the boys was being tried to its utmost, when 
in a few moments the captain returned, leading in 
a fine-looking man, sunburnt and gray, but with 
the kindliest features possible. His look was bright 
and intelligent, and, reviving from their recent fear, 
they thought they had never seen one more amiable 
in appearance. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CLOSING SCENB. 3OI 

" My lads," said Capt. Bob, his voice mellow and 
even tender with excitement, " this is the identical 
* Uncle Joe ' of that book, and not a shadow, as I 
was at first afraid. He isn't dead at all, but walks 
the earth yet in substantial boots, and is ready, I 
dare say, to give a good account of himself. My 
lads, this is Joe Godfrey." 

The boys gave the new-comer a volley of boot- 
heels and a rousing cheer for a reception, and gath- 
ered around him. The foremost of these was Burgin, 
who was proud to greet his distinguished relation, 
unknown to him before, and almost forgotten by 
everybody else. " Uncle Joe " had been so long in 
the thoughts and speculations of the boys that they 
all likewise deemed they had a claim to relationship, 
and he shook hands with them heartily, as if he did 
not deny the claim. Some rude boy of the crowd, 
who had probably heard older people say the same, 
cried out " Speech ! " and " Uncle Joe," as we must 
call him, smiled as he made reply. 

" My young friends," said he, as they gathered 
closer around him, " I am not a speech-maker, yet 
I feel that I must say something, if it isn't so sen- 
sible, to explain to you some of the mysteries which 
you may have imagined surround me. But the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



302 THE DOUBLE-RUNNER CLUB. 

mystery is not a very deep one, and it can be soon 
cleared up. I was always a sort of rolling stone, 
and after rolling with my friend Bob in the old 
* Dian/ I grew tired of Rivertown, which had few at- 
tractions for me, and shipped to go round the Horn 
in '49. I was bound to be rich, and mountains of 
gold sprung up before me in my imagination, rather 
quicker than the coral reefs arise from the ocean, 
and that is one inch a year, so they say who keep 
the run of such things. Well, I went there to be 
disappointed, as so many were, the largest part 
getting but little more, if any, than they would to 
have stayed at home and dug potatoes. I had the 
shrewdness, however, to save part of the little I 
did get, and so fared better than most. I dropped 
correspondence, because, at first, I must either 
write bad news, or lie about it, and when good luck 
came, I had got used to silence and continued it, 
leaving people to think what they pleased. At last 
I got weary of the life I had to lead, — for it has 
for the most part been passed among the mines, 
though I have travelled some, — and wished to see 
the old town again, and this young Burgin who 
bears my name, with others, and the first thing 
I hear this evening, on arriving, is, that you 
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have taken my old log-book to found a new so- 
ciety on." 

Burgin ran and brought the volume. 

" Yes," said he, " that's the very one I threw up 
into the Burgin attic more than twenty-five years 
ago, and I hope it has done you good, as Ham up 
here told me, after he had laced my back with an 
ox-goad for stealing his pears." 

" Please tell us what youVe seen," said one. 

" That would be too long a story," replied * Uncle 
Joe,' "for me to tell or you to listen to. California 
is too large a field to be tilled in one evening. I 
have been all over it, from the Golden Gate to San 
Diego, from the Buttes of Shasta and the Sierra 
Nevadas to Mount Diabolo, from Yosemite valley 
and Calaveras Hill to Monterey ; have tasted the 
sulphur springs at Vallejos, and drank soda from 
the earth in Napa valley ; have seen mammoth sea- 
lions sporting upon the rocks at the Cliff House, 
and one field of wheat, containing fourteen thou- 
sand acres, in Salinus valley; have felt the hot 
breath of the Geysers, and climbed mountains be- 
side which Mt. Washington would be but a hill ; 
have wandered through hundreds of acres of vine- 
yards and almond groves, and rested neath the 
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shadows ci trees more than three hundred feet high 
and girting from sixty to ninety feet I have a 
string with which I measured one sixty-five fiset 
round ; and the shell of one lying upon the ground, 
from the centre of which the wood has rotted, ad- 
mits of a tall man's riding sixty fiset into it and 
coming out of a knot-hole." 

The boys laughed. 

" I don't blame you for doabting this, thot^ it 
is true ; and would not Uame you for doubting the 
story a Califomian told me of his finding what he 
supposed to be the stump erf* a tree in the front yard 
of a house he had bought, and, after hacking at it 
for three days, found it was a turnip that had been 
left there the year before! I didn't believe that 
mysdf. But perhaps I may tell you more some 
other time, and, as the evening is advanced, I must 
be going.** 

,** Hease tell us some of your adventures, sir, be- 
fore you go," said the president. •* This is to be 
our last meeting, and it would give us great pleas- 
ure to listen to you." 

"Very well," he replied, good-naturedly; "but 
though I have had a great many adventures, I shall 
have to take the first one that offisrs, became I 
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have not got them arranged and labelled in my 
mind. I think, however, that one of the most in- 
teresting of all occurred to me shortly after my 
arrival in Buona Yerba, as they then called San 
Francisco. It was, to me at least, as full of interest 
and terror as an}thing that ever happened to me 
afterwards. I had made the acquaintance of a bold 
adventurer, who had come there, as I had, his for- 
tune to make, but he was better fitted to plan and 
speculate than to dig, and his mind was constantly 
at work to think out some way by which he could 
speedily get rich. He was very sanguine that 
something was to turn up that would give him sud- 
den wealth, and I caught the infection from him, 
deeming that my fortune was to appear with his. 
But it was so long delayed, that I b^an to dis- 
trust my firiend, although he assured me that the 
fortune was bound to come. I was impatient to 
see mine at least on the way, and so went to the 
mines, where I met with tolerable luck. I had a 
claim on the Stanislaus, a small stream that runs 
through the town of Angels, — the banks of which, 
on either side, were washed bare for miles, by 
thousands of adventurers engaged in procuring gold- 
dust, — and one day I got a letter from my friend. 
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Stating that he had at last put in execution a plan 
by which he was sure to obtain fortune, and urged 
me to return and help him. He did not state what 
it was, further than that there was no work in it, 
which, by the way, I could have guessed. He was 
so enthusiastic about it that it inspired me with 
new hope, and, as the digging and washing had 
grown fatiguing and monotonous, I left my chances 
at the mines and returned to San Francisco. 

"There is a law of the United States which 
grants what are known as pre-emption rights, to 
protect those who take possession of government 
lands and occupy them, called ' squatters.' I found 
that my friend's plan was to take possession of 
a large and beautiful island in San Francisco Bay, 
to 'improve,' which he had done, and erected a 
small house or shanty on the rocks, where I found 
him, solitary and alone, in full 'squatter sover- 
eignty,' as the privilege is called. He was enjoy- 
ing his books, had a hammock conveniently swung, 
a good larder in a little cellar ; and with his gun, 
to shoot the game, which was plenty, he was really 
'monarch of all he surveyed.' He had a boat, 
also, and could go ashore when he pleased, and the 
position seemed comfortable and the prospect good 
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"*Glad to see you, old fellow/ said he, as I 
hailed him after leaving the boat in which I had 
been ferried over. He had seen me with his glass, 
and came down to the shore to greet me. * I felt 
sure you would come, and this speculation is just 
going to give us a pile. Strange that nobody had 
thought of it before. It came to me like a flash, 
and I didn't wait long, you may guess, before I was 
here.' 

*^ ' But are you safe ? ' I asked. 

** ' Of course I am ; as safe as a thief in a mill.' 

" I felt half convinced that the comparison was a 
good one, but said nothing. 

" ' Why,' said he, ' we've got this coast from Mex- 
ico, and it is unoccupied territory ; the law allows 
squatting on public lands, and these — this island 
— being public lands, we become squatters and 
enjoy our right ; don't you see ? ' 

** * It seems to be all right,' I said. 

" ' Well, then, being located here, we'll hold pos- 
session until we can sell, which must be very soon ; 
for this is the most beautiful and thrifty island in 
the harbor, and we are made. I have taken the 
whole, and we shall be nabobs, Godfrey, I tell you.' 

"•Perhaps,' said I. 
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** * Well,' he continued, ' I must go back for a 
day or two to complete my arrangements, as I 
came off rather suddenly to secure the position, 
and have only ventured there since by night, in 
order not to be outwitted by any one who, in my 
absence, might choose to come in and try to crowd 
me out' 

«* Can't I go, too?' I asked. 

^ * No,' said he. * You must remain here in my 
place until my return, which will be within three 
days. There are provisions enough, and amuse- 
ment enough, with books and gun, and you will 
not be disturbed by disagreeable visitors.' 

'* I did not remonstrate, though I felt badly ; and 
he left me next morning in charge of the rocky 
land claim. He took the only boat, and there was 
no escape from my confinement had I desired it ; 
but it was a matter of personal interest, and there- 
fore I made the best of it It gave me a strange 
sensation when I stood on some high point, with 
the water all around me, and realized the fact that 
I was alone. I felt like a sort of Robinson Crusoe, 
and my general surroundings did present a degree 
of resemblance to his. 

"The first day and night of my bolation passed 
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well enough, and without anything hsippening of 
especial interest I read, swung in my hammock, 
killed a few harmless birds, and at night went to 
bed, leaving a light in the window, as my friend 
and associate had directed, to denote that the bland 
was occupied. The next day passed pretty much 
the same, and I began to feel, in my own mind, 
that the roughest mining was pastime compared 
with this. I was glad when the night came, that I 
might retire and forget my loneliness in sleep. 

**I was dreaming very busily, struggling with 
some severe problem in my sleep, which involved 
my safety, but all was wild and incoherent Rocks 
were about to fall on me, steamboat boilers were 
threatening to blow up, grizzly bears were chasing 
me, from all of which I escaped, it seemed by some 
providential intervention. As I was in my great- 
est peril, I heard a faint * halloa/ as if my deliverer 
were speaking from a cloud. Again I heard it 
as if nearer. 

'''Halloa!' it was the third time, and I started 
but half awake from my bed. There was the 
sound of human voices outside, in rough and angry 
dispute. I looked at the little wooden clock, which 
ticked upon a shel( and it was half past twelve. 
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"'Halloa!' came the summons again, and a 
heavy shoulder was thrust against the door. 

" Now thoroughly aroused, I hastened to admit 
my visitors, knowing that it would be of no use to 
parley with numbers, whose treatment of me might 
be worse if I should make resistance. This in the 
end proved to be wise. I was met at the door by 
at least a dozen of the most villanous-looking cut- 
throats I had ever seen, who were of almost as 
many different nationalities, I soon found. 

" * Why not come quick ? ' said one, a Spaniard, 
fiercely. 

***I was asleep,' I said, *and came as quickly as 
I could.' I spoke with much deference ; he looked 
me over with what seemed a most fiendish expres- 
sion, but I afterwards found that he was the best 
of the lot, while the most silent and mildest-look- 
ing was the worst. 

"*Eat — drink,' said my Spanish guest, and I 
hastened to lay out all my stores for the entertain- 
ment of the party, who had been busy looking 
round the little room and turning over things in 
search of valuables, helping themselves to such 
trifles as they found. Their demand for drink was 
accompanied by the severest threats for refusal, 
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and I was violently seized because I did not pro- 
duce it, when the Spaniard interfered in my behalf. 
He seemed to be the leader, and they harmed me 
no more, but I was compelled to listen to talk 
which made me wish to stop my ears, and was the 
subject of threats the least of which if carried out 
would have prevented my being here this evening. 
They were dressed in a costume which represented 
different colors, and of a style which denoted ac- 
quaintance with some prison, and as I knew the 
state prison was at St. Quentin, not far off, I 
guessed they were escaped convicts ; which suspi- 
cion proved to be correct. 

" After giving me their society and conversation 
for two hours, wishing to get away before dawn, 
they prepared to leave, asking me the time of tide, 
if up or down. Filled with terror, and knowing 
nothing about it, I said * up * at random. Repeat- 
ing their threatenings of what should happen if I 
had deceived them, and half shaking my life out of 
me, they left the shanty, the Spaniard taking off 
his hat as he departed, politely bidding me good 
morning. As it proved, the tide ran down, in- 
stead of up, and in a short time they found them- 
selves upon a ledge of rocks, from which they 
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could not escape, smd were restored, the next 
morning, to the care of St Quentin. 

'' A fever was the result of my treatment, and 
my partner found me in a high state of delirium 
when he returned It was long before I recovered, 
and then I abandoned my claim to the island and 
went mining again. This was my most terrible 
adventure." 

" Did your partner hold his claim ? " was asked. 

''No; for though Uncle Sam had taken the 
country from Mexico, the old Mexican grants and 
deeds were not disturbed, and my partner found 
himself, soon after I left him, ejected for squatting 
upon private property. I never knew what be- 
came of him." 

" Uncle Joe," after receiving their thanks, bade 
them good night and went with Capt Bob to 
indulge in a little conversation outside, and the 
Sodality proceeded to take up the thread of its de- 
liberations. They found that there was no thread, 
and nothing to do but dissolve. The time had 
come for them to separate, but the bell delayed its 
sound. 

'* One thing we should do," said the president : 
** we should appropriate the funds in the treasury 
for some purpose." 
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** I move," said Drown, ** that the president be a 
committee, with full power, to buy a present for 
Capt Bob as a token of respect, and to pay him for 
the wood and oil he has provided for the Sodality." 

" Second the motion," cried several voices. 

The secretary put the motion, which was car- 
ried just as the captain was coming up stairs, who 
didn't hear it ; the official bell sounded for the last 
time, and the president declared the Sodality dis- 
solved. 

They then gathered around the captain and 
gave him three cheers. He and they were in a 
very cheerful mood. 

**Well, my lads," said he "if you ever get up 
any more Sidolatries, be sure and come here and 
let me join with you. You have done me good, as 
Solomon in all his glory says, 'like a medicine,* 
and I have felt as young as any of you. I will say, 
at parting, that if you ever see anything of a tall 
man with big whiskers going round, leaving tur- 
keys and things at folks' houses, tell him that he 
has the thanks of his, respectably, Bob Davitt" 

He laughed heartily at his odd joke, in which the 
boys participated ; and then they sorted out the 
furniture, each one taking what he had contrib- 
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uted, except the stove which was left over for next 
day. After bidding Capt Bob good-night, with a 
hearty shake of the hand, they left the hall to dark- 
ness as the captain "doused the glim." 

" Lively boys/' said he to mother, as he heard 
their voices dying away in the distance. 

''Very, a// of you," she replied, smiling. 
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